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SILVERADO SQUATTERS. 



The scene of this little book is on a liigh 
mountain. There are, indeed, many 
higher ; there are many of a nobler 
outline. It is no place of pilgrimage for 
the summary globe-trotter; but to one 
who lives upton its sides, Mount Saint 
Helena soon becomes a centre of interest. 
It is the Mont Blanc of one section of the 
Californian Coast Eange, none of its near 
neighbours rising to one-half its altitude. 
It looks down on much green, intricate 
country. It feeds in the spring-time 
many splashing brooks. From its summit 

B 
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you must have an excellent lesson of 
geography : seeing, to the south, San 
Francisco Bay, with Tamalpais on the 
one hand and Monte Diablo on the other ; 
to the west and thirty miles away, the 
open ocean; eastward, across the corn- 
lands and thick tule swamps of Sacra- 
mento Valley, to where the Central 
Pacific railroad begins to climb the sides 
of the Sierras ; and northward, for what I 
know, the white head of Shasta looking 
down on Oregon. Three counties, Napa 
County, Lake County, and Sonoma 
County, march across its cliflfy shoulders. 
Its naked peak stands nearly four thou- 
sand five hundred feet above the sea ; 
its sides are fringed with forest ; and the 
soil, where it is bare, glows warm with 
cinnabar. 

Life in its shadow goes rustically 
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forward. Bucks, and bears, and rattle- 
snakes, and former mining operations, 
are the staple of men's talk. Agriculture 
has only begun to mount above the 
valley. And though in a few years from 
now the whole district may be smiling 
with farms, passing trains shaking the 
mountain to the heart, many-windowed 
hotels lighting up the night like factories, 
and a prosperous city occupying the site 
of sleepy Calistoga ; yet in the mean 
time, around the foot of that mountain 
the silence of nature reigns in a great 
measure unbroken, and the people of hill 
and valley go sauntering about their 
business as in the days before the flood. 

To reach Mount Saint Helena from 
San Francisco, the traveller has twice to 
cross the bay : once by the busy Oakland 
Feny, and again, after an hour or so of 
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the railway, from Vallejo junction to 
Vallejo. Thence he takes rail once more 
to monnt the long green strath of Napa 
VaUey. 

In all the contractions and expansions 
of that inland sea, the Bay of San 
Francisco, there can be few drearier 
scenes than the Vallejo Ferry. Bald 
shores and a low, bald islet inclose the 
sea ; through the narrows the tide 
bubbles, muddy like a river. When we 
made the passage (bound, although yet 
we knew it not, for Silverado) the steamer 
jumped, and the black buoys were dancing 
in the jabble; the ocean breeze blew 
killing chill ; and, although the upper sky 
was still unflecked with vapour, the sea 
fogs were pouring in from seaward, over 
the hilltops of Marin county, in one great, 
shapeless, silver cloud. 
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South Vallejo is typical of many 
Califomian towns. It was a blunder ; 
the site has proved untenable ; and, 
although it is still such a young place by 
the scale of Europe, it has already begun 
to be deserted for its neighbour and 
namesake. North Vallejo. A long pier, a 
number of drinking saloons, a hotel of a 
great size, marshy pools where the frogs 
keep up their croaking, and even at high 
noon the entire absence of any human face 
or voice — these are the marks of South 
Vallejo* Yet there was a tall building 
beside the pier, labelled the Star Flour 
Mills ; and sea-going, fuU-rigged ships 
lay close along shore, waiting for their 
cargo. Soon these would be plunging 
round the Horn, soon the flour from the 
Star Flour Mills would be landed on the 
wharves of Liverpool. For that, too, 



6 THE 8ILVEBAD0 8QUATTER8. 

is one of England's outposts ; thither, to 
this gaunt mill, across the Atlantic and 
Pacific deeps and round about the icy 
Horn, this crowd of great, three-masted, 
deep-sea ships come, bringing nothing, 
and return with bread. 

The Frisby House, for that was the 
name of the hotel, was a place of 
fallen fortunes, like the town. It was 
now given up to labourers, and partly 
ruinous. At dinner there was the ordinary 
display of what is called in the west a 
two-hit house : the tablecloth checked 
red and white, the plague of flies, the 
wire hencoops over the dishes, the great 
variety and invariable vHeness of the food, 
and the rough coatless men devouring 
it in silence. In our bedroom, the stove 
would not bum, though it would smoke ; 
and whHe one window would not open. 



w^^m^^^9^mmmmmmmmm^mmmmmmmmm^mmmmmmm 



THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS. 7 

the other would not shut. There was a 
view on a bit of empty road, a few dark 
houses, a donkey wandering with its 
shadow on a slope, and a bhnk of sea, 
with a taJl ship lying anchored in the 
moonlight. All about that dreary inn 
frogs saaig their ungainly chorus. 

Early the next morning we mounted 
the hill along a wooden footway, bridging 
one marish spot after another. Here and 
there, as we ascended, we passed a house 
embowered in white roses. More of the 
bay became apparent, and soon the blue 
peak of Tamalpais rose above the green 
level of the island opposite. It told us 
we were still but a little way from the 
city of the Golden Gates, already, at that 
hour, beginning to awake among the 
sand-hills. It called to us over the 
waters as with the voice of a bird. Its 
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stately head, blue as a sapphire on the 
paler azure of the sky, spoke to us of 
wider outlooks and the bright Pacific. 
For Tamalpais stands sentry, like a 
lighthouse, over the Golden Gates, 

■ 

between the bay and the open ocean, 
and looks down indifferently on both. 
Even as we saw and hailed it from 
Vallejo, seamen, far out at sea, were 
scanning it with shaded eyes ; and, as if 
to answer to the thought, one of the 
great ships below began silently to clothe 
herself with white sails, homeward bound 
for England. 

For some way beyond Vallejo the rail- 
way led us through bald green pastures. 
On the west the rough highlands of Marin 
shut off the ocean ; in the midst, in long, 
straggling, gleaming arms, the bay died 
out among the grass ; there were few 
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trees and few enclosures ; the sun shone 
wide over open uplands, the displumed 
hills stood clear against the sky. But by- 
and-by these hills began to draw nearer 
on either hand, and first thicket and then 
wood began to clothe their sides ; and 
soon we were away from aU signs of the 
sea's neighbourhood, mounting an inland, 
irrigated valley. A great variety of oaks 
stood, now severally, now in a becoming 
grove, among the fields and vineyards. 
The towns were compact, in about equal 
proportions, of bright, new wooden 
houses and great and growing forest 
trees ; and the chapel bell on the engine 
sounded most festally that sunny Sun- 
day, as we drew up at one green town 
, after another, with the townsfolk trooping 
in their Sunday's best to see the strangers, 
with the sun sparkling on the clean 
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houses, and great domes of foliage 
humming overhead in the breeze. 

This pleasant Napa Valley is, at its 
north end, blockaded by our mountain. 
There, at Calistoga, the railroad ceases, 
and the traveller who intends faring 
farther, to the Geysers or to the springs 
in Lake County, must cross the spurs of 
the mountain by stage. Thus, Mount 
Saint Helena is not only a summit, but a 
frontier ; and, up to the time of writing, 
it has stayed the progress of the iron 
horse. 
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IN THE VALLEY. 

k 

I. 

CALISTOGA. 

It is difficult for a European to imagiiie 
Calistoga, the whole place is so new, and 
of such an occidental* pattern ; the very 
name, I hear, was invented at a supper- 
party by the man who found the springs. 
The railroad and the highway come up 
the valley about parallel to one another. 
The street of Calistoga joins them, per- 
pendicular to both — a wide street, with 
bright, clean, low houses, here and there 
a verandah over the sidewalk, here and 
there a horse-post, here and there loung- 
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ing townsfolk. Other streets are marked 
out, and most likely named ; for these 
towns in the New World begin with a 
firm resolve to grow larger, Washington 
and Broadway, and then First and 
Second, and so forth, being boldly plotted 
out as soon as the community indulges in 
a plan. But, in the meanwhile, all the 
life and most of the houses of Calistoga 
are concentrated upon that street between 
the railway station and the road. I jiever 
heard it called by any name, but I will 
hazard a guess that it is either Washing- 
ton or Broadway. Here are the black- 
smith's, the chemist's, the general mer- 
chant's, and Kong Sam Kee, the Chinese 
laundryman's ; here, probably, is the 
office of the local paper (for the place has 
a paper — they all have papers) ; and here 
certainly is one of the hotels, Cheese- 
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borough's, whence the daring Foss, a 
man dear to legend, starts his horses for 
the Geysers. 

It must be remembered that we are 
here in a land of stage-drivers and high- 
waymen: a land, in that sense, like 
England a hundred years ago. The high- 
way robber — road-agent, he is quaintly 
called — is still busy in these parts. The 
fame of Vasquez is still young. Only a 
few years go, the Lakeport stage was 
robbed a mile or two from Calistoga. In 
1879, the dentist of Mendocino City, fifty 
miles away upon the coast, suddenly 
threw off the garments of his trade, like 
Grindoff, in The Miller and his Men^ 
and flamed forth in his second dress as a 
captain of banditti. A great robbery was 
followed by a long chase, a chase of days 
if not of weeks, among the intricate hiU- 
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country ; and the chase was followed by 
much desultory fighting, in which several 
— and the dentist, I believe, amongst the 
number — bit the dust. The grass was 
springing for the first time, nourished 
upon their blood, when I arrived in 
Calistoga. I am reminded of another 
highwayman of that same year. "He 
had been unwell," so ran his humorous 
defence, ** and the doctor told him to 
take something, so he took the express- 
box." 

The cultus of the stage-coachman 
always flourishes highest where there are 
thieves on the road, and where the guard 
travels armed, and the stage is not only a 
link between country and city, and the 
vehicle of news, but has a faint warfaring 
aroma, hke a man who should be brother 
to a soldier. California boasts her famous 
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stage-drivers, and among the famous 
Foss is not forgotten. Along the un- 
fenced, abominable mountain roads, he 
launches his team with small regard to 
human life or the doctrine of proba- 
bilities. Flinching travellers, who behold 
themselves coasting eternity at every 
comer, look with natural admiration at 
their driver's huge, impassive, fleshy 
countenance. He has the very face for 
the driver in Sam Weller's anecdote, who 
upset the election party at the required 
point. Wonderful tales are current of 
his readiness and skill. One in particular, 
of how one of his horses fell at a ticklish 
passage of the road, and how Foss let 
slip the reins, and, driving over the fallen 
animal, arrived at the next stage with 
only three. This I relate as I heard it, 
without guarantee. 
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I only saw Foss once, though, strange 
as it may sound, I have twice talked with 
him. He lives out of Calistoga, at a 
ranohe called Fossville. One evening, 
after he was long gone home, I dropped 
into Cheeseborough's, and was asked if I 
should like to speak with Mr. Foss. 
Supposing that the interview was impos- 
sible, and that I was merely called upon 
to subscribe the general sentiment, I 
boldly answered " Yes." Next moment, 
I had one instrument at my ear, another 
at my mouth, and found myself, with 
nothing in the world to say, conversing 
with a man several miles off among 
desolate hills. Foss rapidly and some- 
what plaintively brought the conversation 
to an end ; and he returned to his night's 
grog at FossviUe, while I strolled forth 
again on Calistoga high street. But it 
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was an odd thing that here, on what we 
are accustomed to consider the very skirts 
of civilization, I should have used the 
telephone for the first time in my civilized 
career. So it goes in these young 
countries ; telephones, and telegraphs, and 
newspapers, and advertisements running 
far ahead among the Indians and the 
grizzly bears. 

Alone, on the other side of the railway, 
stands the Springs Hotel, with its attend- 
ant cottages. The floor of the valley is 
extremely level to the very roots of the 
hills ; only here and there a hillock, 
crowned with pines, rises like the barrow 
of some chieftain famed in war ; and right 
against one of these hillocks is the 
Springs Hotel — ^is or was; for since I 
was there the place has been destroyed 
by fire, and has risen again from its 
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ashes. A lawn runs about the house, and 
the lawn is in its turn surrounded by a 
system of little five-roomed cottages, each 
with a verandah and a weedy palm before 
the door. Some of the cottages are let 
to residents, and these are wreathed in 
flowers. The rest are occupied by 
ordinary visitors to the hotel ; and a very 
pleasant way this is, by which you have 
a little country cottage of your own, 
without domestic burthens, and by the 
day or week. 

The whole neighbourhood of Mount 
Saint Helena is full of sulphur and of 
boiling springs. The GeysiBrs are famous ; 
they were the great health resort of the 
Indians before the coming of the whites. 
Lake County is dotted with spas; Hot 
Springs and White Sulphur Springs are 
the names of two stations on the Napa 
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Valley railroad ; and CaKstoga itself 
seems to repose on a mere film above a 
boiling, subterranean lake. At one end 
of the hotel enclosure are the springs 
from which it takes its name, hot enough 
to scald a child seriously while I was 
there. At the other end, the tenant of a 
cottage sank a well, and there also the 
water came up boiling. It keeps this end 
of the valley as warm as a toast. I have 
gone across to the hotel a little after five 
in the morning, when a sea fog from the 
Pacific was hanging thick and gray, and 
dark and dirty overhead, and found the 
thermometer had been up before me, and 
had already climbed among the nineties ; 
and in the stress of the day it was some- 
times too hot to move about. 

But in spite of this heat from above 
and below, doing one on both sides. 
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Calistoga was a pleasant place to dwell 
in ; beautifully green, for it was then that 
favoured moment in the Califomian year^ 
when the rains are over and the dusty 
summer has not yet set in ; often visited 
by fresh airs, now from the mountain, 
now across Sonoma from the sea ; very 
quiet, very idle, very silent but for the 
breezes and the cattle bells afield. And 
there was something satisfactory in the 
sight of that great mountain that enclosed 
us to the north : whether it stood, robed 
in sunshine, quaking to its topmost 
pinnacle with the heat and brightness of 
the day ; or whether it set itself to weaving 
vapours, wisp after wisp growing, trem- 
bling, fleeting, and fading in the blue. 

The tangled, woody, and almost track- 
less foot-hills that enclose the valley, 
shutting it off from Sonoma on the west, 
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and from Yolo on the east — rough as they 
were in outline, dug out by winter 
streams, crowned by chfiy bluffs and 
nodding pine trees — were dwarfed into 
satellites by the bulk and bearing of 
Mount Saint Helena. She over-towered, 
them by two-thirds of her own stature. 
She excelled them by the boldness of her 
profile. Her great bald summit, clear of 
trees and pasture, a cairn of quartz and 
cinnabar, rejected kinship with the dark 
and shaggy wilderness of lesser hill-tops. 
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n. 

THE PETBIFIED FOREST. 

We drove off from the Springs Hotel 
about tliree in the afternoon. The sun 
warmed me to the heart. A broad, cool 
wind streamed pauselessly down the 
valley, laden with perfume. Up at the 
top stood Mount Saint Helena, a bulk 
of mountain, bare atop, with tree-fringed 
spurs, and radiating warmth. Once 
we saw it framed in a grove of tall and 
exquisitely graceful white oaks, in line 
and colour a finished composition. We 
passed a cow stretched by the road- 
side, her bell slowly beating time to the 
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movement of her niminatiiig jaws, her 
big red face crawled over by half a dozen 
flies, a monument of content. 

A little farther, and we struck to the 
left up a mountain road, and for two 
hours threaded one valley after another, 
green, tangled, full of noble timber, giving 
us every now and again a sight of Mount 
Saint Helena and the blue hilly distance, 
and crossed by many streams, through 
which we splashed to the carriage-step. 
To the right or the left, there was scarce 
any trace of man but the road we 
followed ; I think we passed but one 
ranchero's house in the whole distance, 
and that was closed and smokeless. But 
we had the society of these bright streams 
— dazzlingly clear, as is their wont, 
splashing from the wheels in diamonds, 
and striking a lively coolness through the 
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sunshine. And what with the innumer- 
able variety of greens, the masses of 
foliage tossing in the breeze, the glimpses 
of distance, the descents into seemingly 
impenetrable thickets, the continual 
dodging of the road which made haste to 
plunge again into the covert, we had a 
fine sense of woods, and spring-time, and 
the open air. 

Our driver gave me a lecture by the 
way on Calif omian trees — a thing I was 
much in need of, having fallen among 
painters who know the name of nothing, 
and Mexicans who know the name of 
nothing in Enghsh. He taught me the 
madrona, the manzanita, the buck-eye, 
the maple ; he showed me the crested 
mountain quail; he showed me where 
some young redwoods were already spiring 
heavenwards from the ruins of the old ; 
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for in this district all had already 
perished : redwoods and redskins, the 
two noblest indigenous Uving things, 
alike condemned. 

At length, in a lonely dell, we came 
on a huge wooden gate with a sign upon 
it like an inn. *'The Petrified Forest. 
Proprietor : C. Evans," ran the legend. 
Within, on a knoll of sward, was the 
house of the proprietor, and another 
smaller house hard by to serve as a 
museum, where photographs and petri- 
factions were retailed. It was a pure 
little isle of touristry among these solitary 
hiUs. 

The proprietor was a brave old white- 
faced Swede. He had wandered this 
way, Heaven knows how, and taken up 
his acres — I forget how many years ago 
— all alone, bent double with sciatica, 
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and with - six bits in his pocket and an 
axe npon his shoulder. Long, useless 
years of seafaring had thus discharged 
him at the end, penniless and sick. 
Without doubt he had tried his luck at 
the diggings, and got no good from that ; 
without doubt he had loved the bottle, 
and lived the life of Jack ashore. But at 
the end of these adventures, here he came ; 
and, the place hitting his fancy, down he 
sat to make a new life of it, far from 
crimps and the salt sea. And the very 
sight of his ranche had done him good. 
It was ^*the handsomest spot in the 
Califomy mountains." " Isn't it hand- 
some, now?" he said. Every penny he 
makes goes into that ranche to make it 
handsomer. Then the climate, with the 
sea-breeze every afternoon in the hottest 
summer weather, had gradually cured* the 
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sciatica; and his sister and niece were 
now domesticated with him for company 
— or, rather, the niece came only once in 
the two days, teaching music the mean- 
while in the valley. And then, for a 
last piece of luck, ** the handsomest spot 
in the Califomy mountains " had pro- 
duced a petrified forest, which Mr. Evans 
now shows at the modest figure of half 
a dollar a head, or two-thirds of his 
capital when he first came there with an 
axe and a sciatica. 

This tardy favourite of fortune — hob- 
bhng a little, I think, as if in memory of 
the sciatica, but with not a trace that I 
can remember of the sea — thoroughly 
ruralized from head to foot, proceeded to 
escort us up the hill behind his house. 

*'Who first found the forest?" asked 
my wife. 
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" The first ? I was that man," said 
he. "I was cleaning up the pasture for 
my heasts, when I found this " — kicking 
a great redwood, seven feet in diameter, 
that lay there on its side, hollow heart, 
clinging lumps of bark, all changed into 
gray stone, with veins of quartz be- 
tween what had been the layers of the 
wood. 

" Were you surprised ? " 

" Surprised ? No ! What would I be 
surprised about? What did I know 
about petrifactions — following the sea? 
Petrifaction ! There was no such word 
in my language ! 1 knew about putri- 
faction, though ! I thought it was a 
stone ; so would you, if you was cleaning 
up pasture." 

And now he had a theory of his own, 
which I did not quite grasp, except that 
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the trees had not "grewed" there. But 
he mentioned, with evident pride, that he 
differed from all the scientific people who 
had visited the spot ; and he Aung ahout 
such words as ** tufa " and " scilica " 
with careless freedom. 

When I mentioned I was from Scotland, 
^* My old country," he said ; ** my old 
country " — with a smiling look and a 
tone of real affection in his voice. I was 
mightily . surprised, for he was obviously 
Scandinavian, and begged him to explain. 
It seemed he had learned his English and 
done nearly all his sailing in Scotch 
ships. ** Out of Glasgow," said he, "or 
Greenock ; but that's all the same — ^they 
all hail from Glasgow." And he was so 
pleased with me for being a Scotsman, 
and his adopted compatriot, that he made 
me a present of a very beautiful piece of 
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petrifaction — I believe the most beautiful 
and pdrtable he had. 

Here was a man, at least, who was a 
Swede, a Scot, and an American, acknow- 
ledging some kind allegiance to three 
lands. Mr. Wallace's Scoto-Circassian 
will not fail to come before the reader. 
I have myself met and spoken with a 
Fifeshire German, whose combination of 
abominable accents struck me dumb. 
But, indeed, I think we all bplong to 
many countries. And perhaps this habit 
of much travel, and the engendering of 
scattered friendships, may prepare the 
euthanasia of ancient nations. 

And the forest itself? Well, on a 
tangled, briery hillside — for the pasture 
would bear a little further cleaning up, 
to my eyes — there Ke scattered thickly 
various lengths of petrified trunk, such 



IN THE VALLEY. 33 

' ■■■ M il ■■! II ■■ ^^»^— I ■■■■!■ ^^ ^^^^^ I.I —i^— . ,. | „ . Mil , , 

as the one already mentioned. It is very 
ourions, of course, and ancient enough, 
if that were all. Doubtless, the heart of 
the geologist beats quicker at the sight ; 
but, for my part, I was mightily unmoved. 
Sight-seeing is the art of disappointment. 

" There's nothing nnder heaven so bine. 
That's fairly worth the travelling to." 

But, fortunately. Heaven rewards us with 
many agreeable prospects and adventures 
by the way ; and sometimes, when we go 
out to see a petrified forest, prepares a 
far more delightful curiosity in the form 
of Mr. Evans, whom may all prosperity 
attend throughout a long and green old 
age. 



IN THE VALLEY. 

III. 

NAPA WINE. 

I WAS interested in Califomian wine. 
Indeed, I am interested in all wines, and 
have been all my life, from the raisin 
wine that a schooKellow kept secreted in 
his play-box up to my last discovery, 
those notable Yaltellines, that once shone 
upon the board of CsBsar. 

Some of us, kind old Pagans, watch 
with dread the shadows falling on the age : 
how the unconquerable worm invades the 
sunny terraces of France, and Bordeaux 
is no more, and the Bhone a mere Arabia 
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PetrsBa. Ch&teau Neuf is dead, and I 
have never tasted it; Hermitage — a 
hermitage indeed from all life's sorrows — 
lies expiring by the river. And in the place 
of these imperial elixirs, beautiful to every 
sense, gem-hned, flower-scented, dream- 
compellers : — behold upon the quays 
at Oette the chemicals arrayed; behold 
the analyst at Marseilles, raising hands in 
obsecration, attesting god Lyoeus, and the 
vats staved in, and the dishonest wines 
poured forth among the sea. It is not 
Pan only ; Bacchus, too, is dead. 

If wine is to withdraw its most poetic 
countenance, the sun of the white dinner- 
cloth, a deity to be invoked by two or 
three, all fervent, hushing their talk, 
degusting tenderly, and storing reminis- 
cences — ^for a bottle of good wine, hke a 
good act, shines ever in the retrospect — 
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if wine is to desert us, go thy ways, old 
Jack ! Now we begin to have compunc- 
tions, and look back at the brave bottles 
squandered upon dinner-parties, where the 
guests drank grossly, discussing politics 
the while, and even the schoolboy " took 
his whack," like liquorice water. And at 
the same time, we look timidly forward, 
with a spark of hope, to where the new 
lands, already weary of producing gold, 
begin to green with vineyards. A nice 
point in human history falls to be decided 
by Californian and Australian wines. 

Wine in California is still in the experi- 
mental stage; and when you taste a 
vintage, grave economical questions are 
involved. The beginning of vine-planting 
is like the beginning of mining for the 
precious metals: the wine-grower also 
'* prospects." One comer of land after 
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another is tried with one kind of grape 
after another. This is a failure ; that is 
better ; a third best. So,, bit by bit, they 
grope about for their Clos Vougeot and 
Lafite. Those lodes and pockets of earth, 
more precious than the precious ores, that 
yield inimitable fragrance and soffc fire; 
those virtuous Bonanzas, where the soil 
has sublimated under sun and stars to 
something finer, and the wine is bottled 
poetry: these still he undiscovered; 
chaparral conceals, thicket embowers 
them; the miner chips the rock and 
wanders farther, and the grizzly muses 
undisturbed. But there they bide their 
hour, awaiting their Columbus ; and 
nature nurses and prepares them. The 
smack of Califomian earth shall linger 
on the palate of your grandson. 
Meanwhile the wine is merely a good 
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wine ; the best that I have tasted better 
than a Beaujolais, and not unlike. But 
the trade is poor ; it lives from hand to 
mouth, putting its all into experiments, 
and forced to sell its vintages. To find 
one properly matured, and bearing its 
own name, is to be fortune's favourite. 

Bearing its own name, I say, and dwell 
upon the innuendo. 

*'You want to know why Calif omia 
wine is not drunk in the States ? " a San 
Francisco wine merchant said to me, 
after he had shown me through his 
premises. " Well, here's the reason." 

And opening a large cupboard, fitted 
with many little drawers, he proceeded to 
shower me all over with a great variety 
of gorgeously tinted labels, blue, red, or 
yellow, stamped with crown or coronet, 
and hailing from such a profusion of clos 
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and chateaux^ that a single department 
could scarce have famished forth the 
names. But it was strange that all 
looked unfamiliar. 

" Chateau X ? " said I. " I never 

heard of that." 

*'I dare say not," said he. "I had 
been reading one of X 's novels." 

They were all castles in Spain! But 
that sure enough is the reason why 
California wine is not drunk in the States. 

Napa valley has been long a seat of 
•the wine-growing industry. It did not 
here begin, as it does too often, in 
the low valley lands along the river, 
but took at once to the rough foot-hills, 
where alone it can expect to prosper. A 
basking incUnation, and stones, to be a 
reservoir of the day's heat, seem neces- 
sary to the soU for wine ; the grossness of 
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the earth must be evaporated, its marrow 
daily melted and refined for ages; mitil 
at length these clods that break below 
our footing, and to the eye appear but 
common earth, are truly and to the per- 
ceiving mind, a masterpiece of nature. 
The dust of Eichebourg, which the wind 
carries away, what an apotheosis of the 
dust ! Not man himself can seem a 
stranger child of that brown, friable 
powder, than the blood and sun in that 
old flask behind the faggots. 

A Califomian vineyard, one of man's 
outposts in the wilderness, has features of 
its own. There is nothing here to remind 
you of the Ehine or Ehone, of the low 
cdte d^OTy or the infamous and scabby 
deserts of Champagne ; but all is green, 
solitary, covert. We visited two of them, 
Mr. Schram's and Mi'. M'Eckron's, sharing 
the same glen. 
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Some way down the valley below 
Calistoga, we turned sharply to the 
south and plunged into the thick of 
the wood. A rude trail rapidly mount- 
ing; a little stream tinkling by on the 
one hand, big enough perhaps after the 
rains, but already yielding up its life ; 
overhead and on all sides a bower of 
green and tangled thicket, still fragrant 
and still flower-bespangled by the early 
season, where thimble-berry played the 
part of our EngUsh hawthorn, and the 
buck-eyes were putting forth their twisted 
horns of blossom: through all this, we 
struggled toughly upwards, canted to and 
fro by the roughness of the trail, and 
continually switched across the face by 
sprays of leaf or blossom. The last is no 
great inconvenience at home; but here 
in California it is a matter' of some 
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moment. For in all woods and by every 
wayside there prospers an abominable 
shrub or weed, called poison-oak, whose 
very neighbourhood is venomous to some, 
and whose actual touch is avoided by 
the most impervious. 

The two houses, with their vineyards, 
stood each in a green niche of its own in 
this steep and narrow forest dell. Though 
they were so near, there was already a good 
difference in level; and Mr. M'Eckron's 
head must be a long way under the feet 
of Mr. Schram. No more had been 
cleared than was necessary for cultiva- 
tion; close around each oasis ran the 
tangled wood; the glen enfolds them; 
there they lie basking in sun and silence, 
concealed from all but the clouds and the 
mountain birds. 

Mr. M^Eckron's is a bachelor estab- 
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lishment ; a little bit of a wooden house, 
a small cellar hard by in the hillside, and 
a patch of vines planted aiid tended 
single-handed by himself. He had but 
recently begun; his vines were young, 
his business young also ; but I thought 
he had the look of the man who succeeds. 
He hailed from Greenock : he remembered 
his father putting him inside Mons Meg, 
and that touched me home ; and we 
exchanged a word or two of Scotch, 
which pleased me more than you would 
fancy. 

Mr. Schram's, on the other hand, is 
the oldest vineyard in the valley, eighteen 
years old, I think ; yet he began a 
penniless barber, and even after he had 
broken ground up here with his black 
malvoisies, continued for long to tramp 
the valley with his razor. Now, his place 
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is the picture of prosperity : stuffed birds 
in the verandah, cellars far dug into the 
hillside, and resting on pUlars like a 
bandit's cave : — all trinmess, varnish, 
flowers, and sunshine, among the tangled 
wildwood. Stout, smiling Mrs. Schram, 
who has been to Europe and apparently 
all about the States for pleasure, enter- 
tained Fanny in the verandah, whUe I 
was tasting wines in the cellar. To Mr. 
Schram this was a solemn office; his 
serious gusto warmed my heart; pros- 
perity had not yet wholly banished a 
certain neophite and girUsh trepidation, 
and he followed every sip and read my 
face with proud anxiety. I tasted all. 
I tasted every variety and shade of 
Schramberger, red and white Schram- 
berger. Burgundy Schramberger, Schram- 
berger Hock, Schramberger Golden 
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Chasselas, the latter with a notable 
bouqnet, and I fear to think how many 
more. Much of it goes to London — most, 
I think; and Mr. Schram has a great 
notion of the English taste. 

In this wild spot, I did not feel the 
saoredness of ancient cultivation. It was 
still raw, it was no Marathon, and no 
Johannisberg ; yet the stirring sunUght, 
and the growing vines, and the vats and 
bottles in the cavern, made a pleasant 
music for the mind. Here, also, earth's 
cream was being skimmed and garnered ; 
and the London customers can taste, 
such as it is, the tang of the earth in 
this green valley. So local, so quint- 
essential is a wine, that it seems the very 
birds in the verandah might communicate 
a flavour, and that romantic cellar in- 
fluence the bottle next to be uncorked in 
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Pimlico, and the smile of jolly Mr. Sohram 
might mantle in the glass. 

But these are but experiments. All 
things in this new land are moving 
farther on : the wine- vats and the miner's 
blasting tools but picket for a night, like 
Bedouin pavillions; and to-morrow, to 
fresh woods ! This stir of change and 
these perpetual echoes of the moving 
footfall, haunt the land. Men move 
eternally, still chasing Fortune ; and, 
fortune found, still wander. As we drove 
back to Calistoga, the road lay empty of 
mere passengers, but its green side was 
dotted with the camps of travelling 
families : one cumbered with a great 
waggonfal of household stuff, settlers 
going to occupy a ranche they had taken 
up in Mendocino, or perhaps Tehama 
County; another, a party in dust coats, 



IN THE VALLEY. 47 

men and women, whom we found camped 
in a grove on the roadside, all on pleasure 
bent, with a Chinaman to cook for them, 
and who waved their hands to us as we 
drove by. 



IN THE VALLEY. 



IV. 



THE SCOT ABROAD. 

A FEW pages back, I wrote that a man 
belonged, in these days, to a variety of 
countries ; but the old land is still the 
true love, the others are but pleasant 
infidelities. Scotland is indefinable; it 
has no unity except upon the map. Two 
languages, many dialects, innumerable 
forms of piety, and countless local patriot- 
isms and prejudices, part us among our- 
selves more widely than the extreme east 
and west of that great continent of 
America. When I am at home, I feel 
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a man from Glasgow to be something 
like a rival, a man from Barra to be 
more than half a foreigner. Yet let 
us meet in some far country, and, 
whether we hail from the braes of Manor 
or the braes of Mar, some ready-made 
affection joins us on the instant. It is 
not race. Look at us. One is Norse, 
one Celtic, and another Saxon. It is not 
community of tongue. We have it not 
among ourselves ; and we have it almost 
to perfection, with English, or Irish, 
or American. It is no tie of faith, 
for we detest each other's errors. And 
yet somewhere, deep down in the heart 
of each one of us, something yearns 
for the old land, and the old kindly 
people. 

Of aU inysteries of the human heart, this 
is perhaps the most inscrutable. There is 

E 
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no special loveliness in that gray country, 
with its rainy, sea-beat archipelago; its 
fields of dark mountains; its unsightly 
places, black with coal ; its treeless, sour, 
unfriendly looking corn-lands ; its quaint, 
gray, castled city, where the bells clash 
of a Sunday, and the wind squalls, and 
the salt showers fly and beat. I do not 
even know if I desire to live tliere ; but 
let me hear, in some far land, a kindred 
voice sing out, **0h, why left I my 
hame ? " and it seems at once as if no 
beauty under the kind heavens, and no 
society of the wise.. and good, can repay 
me for . my; absehce from my country. 
And though I think I would rather die 
elsewhere, yet in my heart of hearts I 
long to be buried among good Scots 
clods. I wiU say it fairly, it grows on 
me with every year: there are no stars 
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SO lovely as Ediiibnrgh street-lamps. 
When I forget thee, auld Keekie, may 
my right hand forget its cunning ! 

The happiest lot on earth is to be bom 
a Scotchman. You must pay for it in 
many ways, as for all other advantages on 
earth. You have to learn the paraphrases 
and the shorter catechism ; you generally 
take to drink ; your youth, as far as I can 
find out, is a time of louder war against 
society, of more outcry and tears and 
turmoil, than if you had been bom, for 
instance, in England. But somehow life 
is warmer and closer ; the hearth bums 
more redly; the lights of home shine 
softer on the rainy street ; the very 
names, endeared in verse and music, 
cling nearer round our hearts. An 
Englishman may meet an Enghshman 
to-morrow, upon Chimborazo, and neither 
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of them care ; but when the Scotch wine- 
grower told me of Mons Meg, it was like 
magic. 



'^ From the dim shieling on the misty island 
Mountains divide us, and a world of seas ; 
Tet stiU our hearts are true, our hearts are 
Highland. 
And we, in dreams, behold the Hebrides." 

And, Highland and Lowland, all our 
hearts are Scotch. 

Only a few days after I had seen 
M^Eckron, a message reached me in my 
cottage. It was a Scotchman who had 
come down a long way from the hills to 
market. He had heard there was a 
countryman in Calistoga, and came round 
to the hotel to see him. We said a few 
words to each other; we had not much 
to say — should never have seen each 
other had we stayed at home, separated 
alike in space and in society ; and then we 
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shook hands, and he went his way again 
to his ranche among the hills, and that 
was all. 

Another Scotchman there was, a 
resident, who for the mere love of the 
common country, douce, serious, religious 
man, drove me all about the valley, and 
took as much interest in me as if I had 
been his son : more, perhaps ; for the son 
has faults too keenly felt, while the 
abstract countryman is perfect— like a 
whiff of peats. 

And there was yet another. Upon him 
I came suddenly, as he was calmly entering 
my cottage, his mind quite evidently bent 
on plunder : a man of about fifty, filthy, 
ragged, roguish, with a chimney-pot hat 
and a tail coat, and a pursing of his 
mouth that might have been envied by 
an elder of the kirk. He had just such a 
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face as I have seen a dozen times behind 
the plate. 

" Hullo, sir ! " I cried. " Where are you 
going?" 

He turned round without a quiver. 

"You're a Scotchman, sir?" he said 
gravely. " So am I ; I come from Aber- 
deen. This is my card," presenting me 
with a piece of pasteboard which he had 
raked out of some gutter in the period of 
the rains. "I was just examining this 
palm," he continued, indicating the mis- 
begotten plant before our door, " which is 
the largest specimen I have yet observed 
in Calif oarnia." 

There were four or five larger within 
sight. But where was the use of argu- 
ment? He produced a tape-line, made 
me help him to measure the tree at the 
level of the ground, and entered the figures 
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in a large and filthy pocket-book, all with 
the gravity of Solomon. He then thanked 
me profusely, remarking that such little 
services were due between countrymen; 
shook hands with me, "for auld lang 
syne," as he said; and took himself 
solemnly away, radiating dirt and humbug 
as he went. 

A month or two after this encounter of 
mine, there came a Scot to Sacramento — 
perhaps from Aberdeen. Anyway, there 
never was any one more Scotch in this 
wide world. He could sing and dance, 
and drink, I presume ; and he played the 
pipes with vigour and success. All the 
Scotch in Sacramento became infatuated 
with him, and spent their spare time and 
money, driving him about in an open cab, 
between drinks, whHe he blew himself 
scarlet at the pipes. This is a very sad 
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story. After he had borrowed money 
from every one, he and his pipes sud- 
denly disappeared from Sacramento, and 
when I last heard, the police were looking 
for him. 

I cannot say how this story amused me, 
when I felt myself so thoroughly ripe on 
both sides to be duped in the same way* 

It is at least a curious thing, to 
conclude, that the races which wander 
widest, Jews and Scotch, should be the 
most clannish in the world. But perhaps 
these two are cause and effect : "Por ye 
were strangers in the land of Egypt." 



WITH THE CHILDREN OF 

ISRAEL. 



WITH THE CHILDREN 
OF ISRAEL. 

I. 

TO INTEODUOE MR. KELMAR. 

One thing in this new country very 
particularly strikes a stranger, and that is 
the number of antiquities. Already there 
have been many cycles of population 
succeeding each other, and passing away 
and leaving behind them relics. These, 
standing on into changed times, strike 
the imagination as forcibly as any pyramid 
or feudal tower. The towns, like the 
vineyards, are experimentally founded : 
they grow gi-eat and prosper by passing 
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occasions; and when the lode comes to 
an end, and the miners move elsewhere, 
the town remains behind them, like 
Palmyra in the desert. I suppose there 
are, in no country in the world, so many 
deserted towns as here in California. 

The whole neighbourhood of Mount 
Saint Helena, now so quiet and sylvan, 
was once alive with mining camps and 
villages. Here there would be two thou- 
sand souls under canvas ; there one thou- 
sand or fifteen hundred ensconced, as if 
for ever, in a town of comfortable houses. 
But the luck had failed, the mines petered 
out ; and the army of miners had departed, 
and left this quarter of the world to the 
rattlesnakes and deer and grizzlies, and 
to the slower but steadier advance of 
husbandry. 

It was with an eye on one of these 
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deserted places, Pine Flat, on the 
Geysers road, that we had come first to 
CaUstoga. There is something singularly 
enticing in the idea of going, rent-free, 
into a ready-made house. And to the 
British merchant, sitting at home at ease, 
it may appear that, with such a roof over 
your head and a spring of clear water 
hard by, the whole problem of the 
squatter's existence would be solved. 
Pood, however, has yet to be considered, 
I will go as far as most people on tinned 
meats ; some of the brightest moments 
of my life were passed over tinned muUi- 
gatawney in the cabin of a sixteen-ton 
schooner, storm-stayed in Portree Bay ; 
but after suitable experiments, I pro- 
nounce authoritatively that man cannot 
live by tins alone. Presh meat must 
be had on an occasion. It is true that 
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the great Foss, driving by along the 
Geysers road, wooden-faced, but glorified 
with legend, might have been induced to 
bring us meat, but the great Foss could 
hardly bring us milk. To take a cow 
would have involved taking a field of 
grass and a milkmaid ; after which it 
would have been hardly worth while to 
pause, and we might have added to our 
colony a flock of sheep and an experienced 
butcher. 

It is really very disheartening how we 
depend on other people in this life. 
" Mihi est propositum," as you may see 
by the motto, "id quod regibus;" and 
behold it cannot be carried out, unless I 
find a neighbour rolling in cattle. 

Now, my principal adviser in this 
matter was one whom I will call Kelmar. 
That was not what he called himself, but 



WITH THE CHILDREN OF ISRAEL. 63 

as soon as I set eyes on him, I knew it 
was or ought to be his name ; I am sure 
it will be his name among the angels. 
Kelmar was the store-keeper, a Eussian 
Jew, good-natured, in a. very thriving 
way of business, and, on equal terms, one 
of the most serviceable of men. He also 
had something of the expression of a 
Scotch country elder, who, by some 
peculiarity, should chance to be a 
Hebrew. He had a projecting under lip, 
with which he continually smiled, or 
rather smirked. Mrs. Kelmar was a 
singularly kind woman ; and the oldest 
son had quite a dark and romantic 
bearing, and might be heard on summer 
evenings playing sentimental airs on the 
violin. 

I had no idea, at the time I made his 
acquaintance, what an important person 
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Kelmar was. But the Jew storekeepers 
of California^ profiting at once by the 
needs and habits of the people, have 
made themselyes in too many cases the 
tyrants of the rural population. Credit is 
offered, is pressed on the new customer, 
and when once he is beyond his depth, the 
tune changes, and he is from thenceforth 
a white slave. I believe, even from the 
little 1 saw, that Kelmar, if he choose to 
put on the screw, could send haK the 
settlers packing in a radius of seven or 
eight miles round Calistoga. These are 
continuaUy paying him but axe never 
suffered to get out of debt. He palms 
dull goods upon them, for they dare not 
refuse to buy ; he goes and dines with 
them when he is on an outing, and no 
man is loudlier welcomed; he is their 
family Mend, the director of their busi- 
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Bess, and, to a degree elsewhere unknown 
in modem days, their king. 

For some reason, Kelmar always shook 
his head at the mention of Fine Flat, and 
for some days I thought he disapproved 
of the whole scheme and was proportion- 
ately sad. One fine morning, however, 
he met me, wreathed in smiles. He had 
found the very place for me — Silverado, 
another old mining town, right up the 
mountain. Eufe Hanson, the hunter, 
could take care of us — fine people the 
Hansons ; we should be close to the Toll 
House, where the Lakeport stage called 
daily ; it was the best place for my health, 
besides. Eufe had been consumptive, 
and was now quite a strong man, ain't 
it? In short, the place and all its 
accompaniments seemed made for us on 
purpose. 
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He took me to his back door, whence^ 
as from every point of Calistoga, Mount 
Saint Helena could be seen towering in 
the air. There, in the nick, just where 
the eastern foothills joined the mountain, 
and she herseK began to rise above the 
zone of forest — there was Silverado. The 
name had already pleased me; the high 
station pleased me still more. I began to 
inquire with some eagerness. It was but 
a little while ago that Silverado was a 
great place. The mine — a silver mine, of 
course — had promised great things. There 
was quite a lively population, with several 
hotels and boarding-houses ; and Kelmar 
himself had opened a branch store, and 
done extremely well — "Ain't it?" he 
said, appealing to his wife. And she said, 
"Yes; extremely well." Now there was 
no one living in the town but Eufe the 
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hunter; and once more I heard Eufe's 
praises by the yurd, and this time sung in 
chorus. . ^- 

I could not help perceiving at the time 
that there was something underneath; 
that no unmixed desire to have us com- 
fortably settled had inspired the Kelmars 
with this flow of words. But I was 
impatient to be gone, to be about my 
kingly project ; and when we were offered 
seats in Kelmar's waggon, I accepted on 
the spot. The plan of their next Sunday's 
outing took them, by good fortune, over 
the border into Lake County. They 
would carry us so far, drop us at the 
Toll House, present us to the Hansons, 
and call for us again on Monday morning 
early. 
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II. 



FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF SHiYEEADO. 

We were to leave by six precisely ; that 
was solemnly pledged on both sides ; and 
a messenger came to us the last thing at 
night, to remind us of the hour. But it 
was eight before we got clear of Calistoga : 
Kelmar, Mrs. Kelmar, a friend of theirs 
whom we named Abramina, her little 
daughter, my wife, myself, and, stowed 
away behind us, a cluster of ship's coffee- 
kettles. These last were highly orna- 
mental in the sheen of their bright tin, 
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but I could invent no reason for their 
presence. Our carriageful reckoned up^ 
as near as we could get at it, some three 
hundred years to the six of us. Four of 
the six, besides, were Hebrews. But I 
never, in all my life, was conscious of so 
strong an atmosphere of hpliday. No 
word was spoken but of pleasure ; and even 
when we drove in silence, nods and smiles 
went round the party like refreshments. 

The sun shone out of a cloudless sky. 
Close at the zenith rode the belated moon, 
still clearly visible, and, along one margin, 
even bright. The wind blew a gale from 
the north ; the trees roared ; the com 
and the deep grass in the valley fled in 
whitening surges ; the dust towered into 
the air along the road and dispersed like 
the smoke of battle. It was clear in our 
teeth from the first, and for all the 
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windings of the road it managed to keep 
clear in our teeth until the end. 

For some two miles we rattled through 
the valley, skirting the eastern foothills ; 
then we struck off to the right, through 
haugh-land, and presently, crossing a dry 
water-course, entered the Toll road, or, 
to be more local, entered on " the grade." 
The road mounts the near shoulder of 
Mount Saint Helena, bound northward 
into Lake County. In one place it skirts 
along the edge of a narrow and deep 
canyon, fiUed with trees, and I was glad, 
indeed, not to be driven at this point by 
the dashing Foss. Kelmar, with his un- 
varying smUe, jogging to the motion of 
the trap, drove for all the world Uke a 
good, plain, country clergyman at home ; 
and I profess I blessed him unawares for 
his timidity. 
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Yineyards and deep meadows, islanded 
and framed with thicket, gave place more 
and more as we ascended to woods of oak 
and madrona, dotted with enormous 
pines. It was these pines, as they shot 
above the lower wood, that produced that 
pencilling of single trees I had so often 
remarked from the valley. Thence, look- 
ing up and from however far, each fir 
stands separate against the sky no bigger 
than an eyelash ; and all together lend a 
quaint, fringed aspect to the lulls. The 
oak is no baby ; even the madrona, upon 
these spurs of Mount Saint Helena, comes 
to a fine bulk and ranks with forest trees ; 
but the pines look down upon the rest for 
underwood. As Mount Saint Helena 
among her foothills, so these dark giants 
out-top their fellow- vegetables. Alas! if 
they had left the redwoods, the pines, in 
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turn, would have been dwaorfed. But the 
redwoods, fallen from their high estate, 
are serving as family bedsteads, or yet 
more humbly as field fences, along all 
Napa Valley. 

A rough smack of resin was in the air, 
and a crystal mountain purity. It came 
pouring over these green slopes by the 
oceanful. The woods sang aloud, and 
gave largely of their healthful jbreath. 
Gladness seemed to inhabit these upper 
zones, and we had left indifference behind 
us in the valley. " I to the hills will lift 
mine eyes ! " There are days in a life 
when thus to climb out of the lowlands, 
seems Uke scaling heaven. 

As we continued to ascend, the wind 
fell upon us with increasing strength. It 
was a wonder how the two stout horses 
managed to pull us up that steep incline 
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and still face the athletic opposition of 
the wind, or how their great eyes were 
able to endure the dust. Ten minutes 
after we went by, a tree fell, blocking the 
road ; and even before us leaves were 
thickly strewn, and boughs had fallen, 
large enough to make the passage difficult. 
But now we were hard by the summit. 
The road crosses the ridge, just in the 
nick that Kelmar showed me from below, 
and then, without pause, plunges down a 
deep, thickly wooded glen on the farther 
side. At the highest point a trail strikes 
up the main hill to the leftward; and 
that leads to Silverado. A hundred 
yards beyond, and in a kind of elbow of 
the glen, stands the Toll House Hotel. 
We came up the one side, were caught 
upon the summit by the whole weight of 
the wind as it poured over into Napa 
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Valley, and a minute after had drawn up 
in shelter, but all buffetted and breathless, 
at the Toll House door. 

A water-tank, and stables, and a gray 
house of two stories, with gable ends and 
a verandah, are jammed hard against the 
hillside, just where a stream has cut for 
itself a narrow canyon, filled with pines. 
The pines go right up overhead ; a little 
more and the stream might have played, 
like a fire-hose, on the Toll House roof. 
In front the ground drops as sharply as it 
rises behind. There is just room for the 
road and a sort of promontory of croquet 
ground, and then you can lean over the 
edge and look deep below you through 
the wood. I said croquet groundj not 
green; for the surface was of brown, 
beaten earth. The toll-bar itself was the 
only other note of originality: a long 
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beam, turning on a post, and kept slightly 
horizontal by a counterweight of stones. 
Eegularly about sundown this rude barrier 
was swung, like a derrick, across the road 
and made fast, I think, to a tree upon 
the farther side. 

On our arrival there followed a gay 
scene in the bar. I was presented to Mr. 
Corwin, the landlord ; to Mr. Jennings, the 
engineer, who lives there for his health ; 
to Mr. Hoddy, a most pleasant little 
gentleman, once a member of the Ohio 
legislature, again the editor of a local 
paper, andnow, with undiminished dignity, 
keeping the Toll House bar. I had a 
number of drinks and cigars bestowed on 
me, and enjoyed a famous opportunity of 
seeing Kelmar in his glory, friendly, 
radiant, smiling, steadily edging one of 
the ship's kettles on the reluctant Corwin. 
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Corwin, plainly aghast, resisted gallantly, 
and for that bout victory crowned his 
arms. 

At last we set forth for Silverado on 
foot. Kelmar and his jolly Jew girls were 
full of the sentiment of Sunday outings, 
breathed geniality and vagueness, and 
suffered a little vile boy from the hotel to 
lead them here and there about the woods. 
For three people all so old, so bulky in 
body, and belonging to a race so venerable, 
they could not but surprise us by their 
extreme and almost imbecile youthfulness 
of spirit. They were only going to stay 
ten minutes at the Toll House ; had they 
not twenty long miles of road before them 
on the other side ? Stay to dinner ? Not 
they ! Put up the horses ? Never. Let 
us attach them ' to the verandah by a 
wisp of straw rope, such as would not 
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have held a person's hat on that hluster- 
ing day. And with all these protestations 
of hurry, they proved irresponsible Hke 
children. Kelmar himself, shrewd old 
Russian Jew, with a smirk that seemed 
just to have concluded a bargain to its 
satisfaction, intrusted himself and us 
devoutly to that boy. Yet the boy was 
patently fallacious; and for that matter 
a most unsympathetic urchin, raised 
apparently on gingerbread. He was bent 
on his own pleasure, nothing else; and 
Kelmar followed him to his ruin, with the 
same shrewd smirk. If the boy said there 
was "a hole there in the hill" — a hole, 
pure and simple, neither more nor less — 
Kelmar and his Jew girls would follow 
him a hundred yards to look complacently 
down that hole. Por two hours we looked 
for houses ; and for two hours they 
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followed US, smelling trees, picking 
flowers, foisting false botany on the nn- 
wary. Had we taken five, with that vile 
lad to head them off on idle divagations, 
for five they would have snuled aad 
stumbled through* the woods. 

However, we came forth at length, 
and as by accident, upon a lawn, sparse 
planted like an orchard, but with forest 
instead of fruit trees. That was the site 
of Silverado mining town. A piece of 
ground was levelled up, where Kelmar's 
store had been ; and facing that we saw 
Eufe Hanson's house, still bearing on its 
front the legend Silverado Hotel. Not 
another sign of habitation. Silverado 
town had all been carted from the scene ; 
one of the houses was now the school- 
house far down the road; one was gone 
here, one there, but all were gone away. 
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It was now a sylvan solitude, and the 
silence was unbroken but by the great, 
vague voice of the wind. Some days 
before our visit, a grizzly bear had been 
sporting round the Hansons' chicken- 
house. 

Mrs. Hanson was at home alone, we 
found. Rufe had been out after a " bar," 
had risen late, and was now gone, 
it did not clearly appear whither. Per- 
haps he had had wind of Kelmar's 
coming, and was now ensconced among 
the underwood, or watching us from 
the shoulder of the mountain. We, 
hearing there were no houses to be had, 
were for immediately giving up all hopes 
of Silverado. But this, somehow, was 
not to Kelmar's fancy. He first proposed 
that we should '* camp someveres around, 
ain't it?" waving Ms hand cheerily as 
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though to weave a spell ; and when that 
was firmly rejected, he decided that we 
must take up house with the Hansons. 
Mrs. Hanson had been, from the first, 
flustered, subdued, and a little pale ; but 
from this proposition she recoiled with 
haggard indignation. So did we, who 
would have preferred, in a manner of 
speaking, death. But Kelmar was not 
to be put by. He edged Mrs. Hanson 
into a comer, where for a long time he 
threatened her with his forefinger, like a 
character in Dickens; and the poor 
woman, driven to her entrenchments, at 
last remembered with a shriek that there 
were still some houses at the tunnel. 

Thither we went ; the Jews, who 
should already have been miles into Lake 
County, still cheerily accompanying us. 
For about a furlong we followed a good 
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road along the hillside through the forest, 
until suddenly that road widened out and 
came abruptly to an end. A canyon, 
woody below, red, rooky, and naked over- 
head, was here walled across by a dump 
of rolUng stones, dangerously steep, and 
from twenty to thirty feet in height. A 
rusty iron chute on wooden legs came 
flying, Uke a monstrous gargoyle, across 
the parapet. It was down this that they 
poured the precious ore ; and below here 
the carts stood to wait their lading, and 
carry it mill- ward down the mountain. 

The whole canyon was so entirely 
blocked, as if by some rude guerilla 
fortification, that we could only mount by 
lengths of wooden ladder, fixed in the 
hillside. These led us round the farther 
corner of the dump ; and when they were 
at an end, we still persevered over loose 

G 



82 THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS. 

rubble and wading deep in poison oak, till 
we struck a triangular platform, filling up 
the whole glen, and shut in on either 
hand by bold projections of the moun- 
tain. Only in front the place was open 
like the proscenium of a theatre, and we 
looked forth into a great realm of air, and 
down upon treetops and hilltops, and far 
and near on wild and varied country. 
The place still stood as on the day ifc 
was deserted : a line of iron rails with a 
bifurcation ; a truck in working order ; 
a world of lumber, old wood, old iron; 
a blacksmith's forge on one ^ide, half 
buried in the leaves of dwarf madronas ; 
and on the other, an old brown wooden 
house. 

Fanny and I dashed at the house. It 
consisted of three rooms, and was so 
plastered against the hill, that one room 
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was right atop of another, that the upper 
floor was more than twice as large as the 
lower, and that all three apartments 
must be entered from a different side and 
level. Not a window-sash remained. 
The door of the lower room was smashed, 
and one panel hung in splinters. We 
entered that, and found a fair amount of 
rubbish: ,sand and gravel that had been 
sifted in there by the mountain winds ; 
straw, sticks, and stones ; a table, a barrel ; 
a plate-rack on the wall ; two home-made 
bootjacks, signs of miners and their 
boots ; and a pair of papers pinned on 
the boarding, headed respectively* 'Funnel 
No. 1," and '* Funnel No. 2," but with 
the tails torn away. The window, 
sashless of course, was choked with the 
green and sweetly smelhng foUage of a 
bay ; and through a chink in the floor, a 
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spray of poison oak had shot up and was 
handsomely prospering in the interior. 
It was my first care to out away that 
poison oak, Fanny standing by at a 
respectful distance. That was our first 
improvement by which we took posses- 
sion. 

The room immediately above could 
only be entered by a plank propped 
against the threshold, along which the 
intruder must foot it gingerly, clutching 
for support to sprays of poison oak, the 
proper product of the country. Herein 
was, on either hand, a triple tier of beds, 
where miners had once lain ; and the 
other gable was pierced by a sashless 
window and a doorless doorway opening 
on the air of heaven, five feet above the 
ground. As for the third room, which 
entered squarely from the ground level. 



WITH TEE CHILDREN OF ISRAEL. 85 

but higher up the hill and further up the 
canyon, it contained only rubbish and 
the uprights for another triple tier of beds. 

The whole building was overhung by a 
bold, lion-Uke, red rock. Poison oak, 
sweet bay trees, calcanthus, brush, and 
chaparral, grew freely but sparsely all about 
it. In front, in the strong sunshine, the 
platform lay overstrewn with busy litter, 
as though the labours of the mine might 
begin again to-morrow in the morning. 

Following back into the canyon, among 
the mass of rotting plant and through 
the flowering bushes, we came to a great 
crazy staging, with a wry windless on 
the top ; and clambering up, we could 
look into an open shaft, leading edgeways 
down into the bowels of the mountain, 
trickling with water, and lit by some 
stray sun-gleams, whence I know not. 
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In that quiet place the still, far-away 
tinkle of the water-drops was loudly 
audible. Close by, another shaft led 
edgeways up into the superincumbent 
shoulder of the hill. It lay partly open ; 
and sixty or a hundred feet above our 
head, we could see the strata propped 
apart by solid wooden wedges, and a 
pine, half undermined, precariously nod- 
ding on the verge. Here also a rugged, 
horizontal tunnel ran straight into the 
unsunned bowels of the rock. This 
secure angle in the mountain's flank was, 
even on this wild day, as still as my 
lady's chamber. But in the tunnel a 
cold, wet draught tempestuously blew. 
Nor have I ever known that place other- 
wise than cold and windy. 

Such was our first prospect of Juan 
Silverado. I own I had looked for some- 
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thing different : a clique of neighbourly 
houses on a village green, we shall sav, 
all empty to be sure, but swept and 
varnished; a trout stream brawling by; 
great elms or chestnuts, humming with 
bees and nested in by song birds ; and 
the mountains standing round about, as 
at Jerusalem. Here, mountain and house 
and the old tools of industry were all 
aUke rusty and downfalling. The hill 
was here wedged up, and there poured 
forth its bowels in a spout of broken 
mineral ; man with his picks and powder, 
and nature with her own great blasting 
tools of sun and rain, labouring together 
at the ruin of that proud mountain. The 
view up the canyon was a glimpse of 
devastation; dry red minerals sliding 
together, here and there a crag, here and 
there dwarf thicket clinging in the 
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general glissade, and over all a broken 
outline trenching on the blue of heaven. 
Downwards indeed, from our rock eyrie, 
we beheld the greener side of nature ; and 
the bearing of the pines and the sweet 
smell of bays and nutmegs commended 
themselves gratefully to our senses. One 
way and another, now the die was cast. 
Silverado be it 1 

After we had got back to the Toll 
House, the Jews were not long of striking 
forward. But I observed that one of the 
Hanson lads came down, before their 
departure, and returned with a ship's 
kettle. Happy Hansons ! Nor was it 
until after Kelmar was gone, if I remem- 
ber rightly, that Eufe put in an ap- 
pearance to arrange the details of our 
installation. 

The latter part of the day, Fanny and 
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I sat in the verandah of the Toll House, 
utterly stunned by the uproar of the wind 
among the trees on the other side of the 
valley. Sometimes, we would have it 
it was like a sea, but it was not various 
enough for that ; and again, we thought 

it like the roar of a cataract, but it was 
too changeful for the cataract ; and then 
we would decide, speaking in sleepy 
voices, that it could be compared with 
nothing but itself. My mind was entirely 
preoccupied by the noise. I hearkened 
to it by the hour, gapingly hearkened, 
and let my cigarette go out. Sometimes 
the wind would make a sally nearer 
hand, and send a shrill, whistling crash 
among the foliage on our side of the 
glen ; and sometimes a back-draught 
would strike into the elbow where we 
sat, and cast the gravel and torn leaves 
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into our faces. But for the most part, 
this great, streaming gale passed un- 
weariedly by us into Napa Valley, not 
two hundred yards away, visible by the 
tossing boughs, stunningly audible, and 
yet not moving a hair upon our heads. 
So it blew all night long while I was 
writing up my journal, and after we were 
in bed, under a cloudless, starset heaven ; 
and so it was blowing still next morning 
when we rose. 

It was a laughable thought to us, what 
had become of our cheerful, wandering 
Hebrews. We could not suppose they 
had reached a destination. The meanest 
boy could lead them miles out of their 
way to see a gopher-hole. Boys, we felt 
to be their special danger; none others 
were of that exact pitch of cheerful irrele- 
vancy to exercise a kindred sway upon 
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their minds : but before the attractions 
of a boy their most settled resolution^ 
would be wax. We thought we could 
follow in fancy these three aged Hebrew 
truants wandering in and out on hilltop 
and in thicket, a demon boy trotting far 
ahead, their will-o'-the-wisp conductor; 
and at last about midnight, the wind still 
roaring in the darkness, we had a vision 
.of all three on their knees upon a 
mountain-top around a glow-worm. 



WITH THE CHILDREN 
OF ISRAEL. 

III. 

THE RETURN. 

Next morning we were up by half-past 
five, according to agreement, and it was ten 
by the clock before our Jew boys returned 
to pick us up : Kelmar, Mrs. Kelmar, 
and Abramina, all smiling from ear to ear, 
and full of tales of the hospitality they 
had found on the other side. It had not 
gone unrewarded; for I observed with 
interest that the ship's kettles, all but 
one, had been "placed." Three Lake 
County families, at least, endowed for life 
with a ship's kettle. Come, this was no 
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misspent Sunday. The absence of the 
kettles told its own story : our Jews said 
nothing about them; but, on the other 
hand, they said many kind and comely 
things about the people they had met. 
The two women, in particular, had been 
charmed out of themselves by the sight 
of a young girl surrounded by her ad- 
mirers ; all evening, it appeared, they had 
been triumphing together in the girl's 
innocent successes, and to this natural 
and unselfish joy they gave expression 
in language that was beautiful by its 
simplicity and truth. 

Take them for all in all, few people 
have done my heart more good; they 
seemed so thoroughly entitled to happi- 
ness, and to enjoy it in so large a measure 
and so free from after- thought ; almost 
they persuaded me to be a Jew. There 
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was, indeed, a chink of money in their talk. 
They particularly commended people who 
were well to do. " He don't care — ain't 
it?" was their highest word of com- 
mendation to an individual fate ; and 
here I seem to grasp the root of their 
philosophy — it was to be free from care, 
to be free to make these Sunday wander- 
ings, that they so eagerly pursued after 
wealth ; and all this carefulness was to 
be careless. The fine, good humour of 
all three seemed to declare they had 
attained their end. Yet there was the 
other side to it ; and the recipients of 
kettles perhaps cared greatly. 

No sooner had they returned, than the 
scene of yesterday began again. The 
horses were not even tied with a straw 
rope this time — it was not worth while ; 
and Kelmar disappeared into the bar, 
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leaving them under a tree on the other 
side of the road. I had to devote 
myself. I stood under the shadow of 
that tree for, I suppose, hard upon an 
hour, and had not the heart to be 
angry. Once some one remembered me, 
and brought me out half a tumblerful 
of the playful, innocuous American cook- 
tail. I drank it, and lo ! veins of living 
fire ran down my leg ; and then a focus 
of conflagration remained seated in my 
stomach, not unpleasantly, for quarter 
of an hour. I love these sweet, fiery 
pangs, but I will not court them. The 
bulk of the time I spent in repeating as 
much French poetry as I could remember 
to the horses, who seemed to enjoy it 
hugely. And now it went — 

" ma vieille Font-georges 
Oil vol en t les rouges-gorges : " 
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and again, to a more trampling measure — 

" Et tout tremble, Irun, Coimbre, 
Santander, Almodoyar, 
Sitot qu'on entend le timbre 
Des cymbales de Bivar.' 



it 



The redbreasts and the brooks of Europe, 
in that dry a.nd songless land ; brave old 
names and wars, strong cities, cymbals, 
and bright armour, in that nook of the 
mountain, sacred only to the Indian 
and the bear ! This is still the strangest 
thing in all man's travelling, that he 
should carry about with him incon- 
gruous memories. There is no foreign 
land; it is the traveller only that is 
foreign, and now and again, by a flash of 
recollection, lights up the contrasts of the 
earth. 

But while I was thus wandering in my 
fancy, great feats had been transacted in 
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the bax. Corwin the bold had faUen, 
Kelmar was again crowned with laurels, 
and the last of the ship's kettles had 
changed hands. If I had ever doubted 
the purity of Kelmar's motives, if I had 
ever suspected him of a single eye to 
business in his eternal dallyings, now at 
least, when the last kettle was disposed 
of, my suspicions must have been allayed. 
I dare not guess how much more time 
was wasted ; nor how often we drove off, 
merely to drive back again and renew 
interrupted conversations about nothing, 
before the Toll House was fairly left 
behind. Alas ! and not a mile down the 
grade there stands a ranche in a sunny 
vineyard, and here we must all dismount 
again and enter. 

Only the old lady was at home, Mrs. 
Guele, a brown old Swiss dame, the 
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picture of honesty; and with her we 
drank a bottle of wine and had an age- 
long conversation, which would have been 
highly delightful if Fanny and I had not 
been faint with hunger. The ladies each 
narrated the story of her marriage, our 
two Hebrews with the prettiest combina- 
tion of sentiment and financial bathos. 
Abramina, specially, endeared herself with 
every word. She was as simple, natural, 
and engaging as a kid that should have 
been brought up to the business of a 
money-changer. One touch was so re- 
splendently Hebraic that I cannot pass 
it over. When her " old man " wrote 
home for her from America, her old man's 
family would not intrust her with the 
money for the passage, till she had bound 
herself by an oath — on her knees, I think 
she said — not to employ it otherwise. 
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This had tickled Abramina hugely, but 
I think it tickled me fully more. 

Mrs. Guele told of her home-sickness up 
here in the long winters ; of her honest, 
country-woman troubles and alarms upon 
the journey ; how in the bank at Frank- 
fort she had feared lest the banker, after 
haviDg taken her cheque, should deny all 
knowledge of it — a fear I have myself 
every time I go to a bank ; and how 
crossing the Luneburger Heath, an old 
lady, witnessing her trouble and finding 
whither she was bound, had given her 
"the blessing of a person eighty years 
old, which would be surcv to briag her 
safely to the States. And the first thing 
I did," added Mrs. Guele, "was to fall 
downstairs," 

At length we got out of the house, 
and some of us into the trap, when — 
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judgment of Heaven! — ^here came Mr. 
Guele from his vineyard. So another 
quarter of an hour went by ; till at length, 
at our earnest pleading, we set forth 
again in earnest, Fanny and I white- 
faced and silent, but the Jews still 
smiling. The heart fails me. There was 
yet another stoppage I And we drove at 
last into Calistoga past two in the after- 
noon, Fanny and I having breakfasted at 
six in the morning, eight mortal hours 
before. We were a pallid couple ; but 
still the Jews were smiling. 

So ended our excursion with the village 
usurers; and, now that it was done, we 
had no more idea of the nature of the 
business, nor of the part we had been 
playing in it, than the child unborn. 
That all the people we had met were 
the slaves of Kelmar, though in various 
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degrees of servitude; that we ourselves 
had been sent up the mountain in the 
interests of none but Kehnar; that the 
money we laid out, doUar by dollar, cent 
by cent, and through the hands of various 
intermediaries, should all hop ultimately 
into Kehnar's till ; — ^these were facts that 
we only grew to recognize in the course 
of time and by the accumulation of 
evidence. At length all doubt was 
quieted, when one of the kettle-holders 
confessed. Stopping his trap in the 
moonlight, a little way out of Calistoga, he 
told me, in so many words, that he dare 
not show face there with an empty pocket. 
**You see, I don't mind if it was only 
five dollars, Mr. Stevens," he said, " but 
I must give Mr. Kelmar something.^* 

Even now, when the whole tyranny is 
plain to me, I cannot find it in my heart 
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to be as angry as perhaps I should be 
with the Hebrew tyrant. The whole 
game of business is beggar my neigh- 
bour ; and though perhaps that game 
looks uglier when played at such close 
quarters and on so small a scale, it is 
none the more intrinsicaUy inhumane for 
that. The village usurer is not so sad 
a feature of humanity and human pro- 
gress as the millionaire manufacturer, 
fattening on the toil and loss of thou- 
sands, and yet declaiming from the plat- 
form against the greed and dishonesty 
of landlords. If it were fair for Cobden 
to buy up land from owners whom he 
thought unconscious of its proper value, 
it was fair enough for my Russian Jew 
to give credit to his farmers. Kelmar, 
if he was unconscious of the beam in his 
own eye, was at least silent in the matter 
of his brother's mote. 
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THE ACT OF SQUATTING. 

There were four of us squatters — myself 
and my wife, the King and Queen of 
Silverado ; Sam, the Crown Prince ; and 
Chuchu, the Grand Duke. Chuchu, a 
setter crossed with spaniel, was the most 
unsuited for a rough life. He had been 
nurtured tenderly in the society of ladies ; 
his heart was large and soft ; he regarded 
the sofa-cushion as a bed-rock necessary 
of existence. Though about the size of 
a sheep, he loved to sit in ladies' laps; 
he never said a bad word in all his 
blameless days ; and if he had seen a 
flute, I am sure he could have played 
upon it by nature. It may seem hard to 
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say it of a dog, but Chuchu was a tame 
cat. 

The king and queen, the grand duke, 
and a basket of cold provender for im- 
mediate use, set forth from CaHstoga in 
a double buggy ; the crown prince, on 
horseback, led the way like an outrider. 
Bags and boxes and a second-hand stove 
were to follow close upon our heels by 
Hanson's team. 

It was a beautiful still day; the sky 

was one field of azure. Not a leaf moved, 

not a speck appeared in heaven. Only 

from the summit of the mountain one 
little snowy wisp of cloud after another 

kept detaching itself, like smoke from a 

volcano, and blowing southward in some 

high stream of air : Mount Saint Helena 

still at her interminable task, making the 

weather, like a Lapland witch. 
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By noon we had come in sight of the 
mill : a great brown building, half-way 
up the hill, big as a factory, two stories 
high, and with tanks and ladders along 
the roof; which, as a pendicle of Silverado 
mine, we held to be an outlying province 
of our own. Thither, then, we went, 
crossing the valley by a grassy trail ; and 
there lunched out of the basket, sitting 
in a kind of portico, and wondering, 
while we ate, at this great bulk of use- 
less building. Through a chink we could 
look far down into the interior, and see 
sunbeams floating in the dust and striking 
on tier after tier of silent, rusty machinery. 
It cost six thousand doUars, twelve hun- 
dred English sovereigns; and now, here 
it stands deserted, like the temple of a 
forgotten religion, the busy millers toiling 
somewhere else. All the time we were 
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there, miU and miU town showed no sign 
of life ; that part of the mountain-side, 
which is very open and green, was 
tenanted by no Kving creature but our- 
selves and the insects ; and nothing 
stirred but the cloud manufactory upon 
the mountain summit. It was odd to 
compare this with the former days, when 
the engine was in fall blast, the mill 
palpitating to its strokes, and the carts 
came rattling down from Silverado, 
charged with ore. 

By two we had been landed at the 
mine, the buggy w^s gone again, and 
we were left to our own reflections and 
the basket of cold provender, until Han- 
son should arrive. Hot as it was by the 
sun, there was something chill in such 
a home-coming, in that world of wreck 
and rust, splinter and rolling gravel, 
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where for so many years no fire had 
smoked. 

Silverado platform filled the whole 
width of the canyon. Above, as I have 
said, this was a wild, red, stony gnUy 
in the mountains; but below it was a 
wooded dingle. And through this, I was 
told, there had gone a path between the 
mine and the Toll House — our natural 
north-west passage to civilization. I found 
and followed it, clearing my way as I 
went through fallen branches and dead 
trees. It went straight down that steep 
canyon, till it brought you out abruptly 
over the roofs of the hotel. There was 
nowhere any break in the descent. It 
almost seemed as if, were you to drop a 
stone down the old iron chute at our 
platform, it would never rest until it 
hopped upon the ToU House shingles. 
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Signs were not wanting of the ancient 
greatness of Silverado. The footpath was 
well marked, and had been well trodden in 
the old days by thirsty miners. And far 
down, buried in foliage, deep out of sight 
of Silverado, I came on a last outpost of 
the mine — a mound of gravel, some wreck 
of wooden aqueduct, and the mouth of a 
tunnel, like a treasure grotto in a fairy 
story. A stream of water, fed by the 
invisible leakage from our shaft, and dyed 
red with cinnabar or iron, ran trippingly 
forth out of the bowels of the cave ; and, 
looking far under the arch, I could see 
something like an iron lantern fastened 
on the rocky waU. It was a promising 
spot for the imagination. No boy could 
have left it unexplored. 

The stream thenceforward stole along 
the bottom of the dingle, and made, for 
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that dry land, a pleasant warbling in the 
leaves. Once, I suppose, it ran splashing 
down the whole length of the canyon, 
but now its head waters had been tapped 
by the shaft at Silverado, and for a great 
part of its course it wandered sunless 
among the joints of the mountain. No 
wonder that it should better its pace 
when it sees, far before it, daylight 
whitening in the arch, or that it should 
come trotting forth into the sunlight with 
a song. 

The two stages had gone by when I 
got down, and the Toll House stood, 
dozing in sun and dust and silence, like 
a place enchanted. My mission was 
after hay for bedding, and that I was 
readUy promised. But when I men- 
tioned that we were waiting for Eufe, 
the people shook their heads. Eufe was 
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not a regular man any way, it seemed ; 

and if he got playing poker Well, 

poker was too many for Kufe. I had not 
yet heard them bracketted together ; but it 
seemed a natural conjunction, and com- 
mended itself swiftly to my fears; and 
as soon as I returned to Silverado and 
had told my story, we practically gave 
Hanson up, and set ourselves to do what 
we could find do-able in our desert-island 
state. 

The lower room had been the assayer's 
office. The floor was thick with debris — 
part human, from the former occupants ; 
part natural, sifted in by mountain winds. 
In a sea of red dust there swam or 
floated sticks, boards, hay, straw, stones, 
and paper; ancient newspapers, above 
aU — ^for the newspaper, especially when 
torn, soon becomes an antiquity — and 
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bills of the Silverado boarding-house, 
some dated Silverado, some Calistoga 
Mine. Here is one, verbatim ; and if 
any one can calculate the scale of 
charges, he has my envious admira- 
tion. 

Calistoga Mine, May 3rd, 1875. 
Jolin Stanley 

To S. Chapman, G\ 
To board from April 1st, to April 30 «25 75 
„ „ „ May Ist, to 3rd ... 2 00 

27 75 

Where is John Stanley mining now? 
Where is S. Chapman, within whose 
hospitable waUs we were to lodge ? The 
date was but five years old, but in that 
time the world had changed for Silverado ; 
like Palmyra in the desert, it had outlived 
its people and its purpose ; we camped, 
like Layard, amid ruins, and these names 
spoke to us of pre-historic time. A boot- 
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jack, a pair of boots, a dog-hutch, and 
these bills of Mr. Chapman's were the 
only speaking relics that we disinterred 
from aU that vast Silverado rubbish-heap ; 
but what would I not have given to 
unearth a letter, a pocket-book, a diary, 
only a ledger, or a roll of names, to take 
me back, in a more personal manner, to 
the past? It pleases me, besides, to 
fancy that Stanley or Chapman, or one of 
their companions, may light upon this 
chronicle, and be struck by the name, and 
read some news of their anterior home, 
coming, as it were, out of a subsequent 
epoch of history in that quarter of the 
world. 

As we were tumbling the mingled 
rubbish on the floor, kicking it with our 
feet, and groping for these written evi- 
dences of the past, Sam, with a some- 
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what whitened face, produced a paper 
bag. ** What's this ? " said he. It con- 
tained a granulated powder, something 
the colour of Gregory's Mixture, but 
rosier ; and as there were several of the 
bags, and each more or less broken, the 
powder was spread widely on the floor. 
Had any of us ever seen giant powder ? 
No, nobody had; and instantly there 
grew up in my mind a shadowy belief, 
verging with every moment nearer to 
certitude, that I had somewhere heard 
somebody describe it as just such a 
powder as the one around us. I have 
learnt since that it is a substance not 
unlike tallow, and is made up in rolls for 
all the world like tallow candles. 

Fanny, to add to our happiness, told us 
a story of a gentleman who had camped 
one night, like ourselves, by a deserted 
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mine. He was a handy, thrifty fellow, 
and looked right and left for plunder, 
but all he could lay his hands on was a 
can of oil. After dark he had to see to 
the horses with a lantern ; and not to 
miss an opportunity, fiUed up his lamp 
from the oil can. Thus equipped, he set 
forth into the forest. A little while after, 
his friends heard a loud explosion; the 
mountain echoes bellowed, and then aU 

r 

was stiU. On examination, the can 
proved to contain oil, with the trifling 
addition of nitro-glycerine ; but no re- 
search disclosed a trace of either man or 
lantern. 

It was a pretty sight, after this 
anecdote, to see us sweeping out the 
giant powder. It seemed never to be far 
enough away. And, after aU, it was only 
some rock pounded for assay. 



'1 
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So much for the lower room. We 
scraped some of the rougher dirt off the 
floor, and left it. That was our sitting- 
room and kitchen, though there was 
nothing to sit upon but the table, and no 
provision for a fire except a hole in the 
roof of the room above, which had once 
contained the chimney of a stove. 

To that upper room we now proceeded. 
There were the eighteen bunks in a double 
tier, nine on either hand, where from 
eighteen to thirty-six miners had once 
snored together all night long, John 
Stanley, perhaps, snoring loudest. There 
was the roof, with a hole in it through 
which the sun now shot an arrow. There 
was the floor, in much the same state as 
the one below, though, perhaps, there was 
more hay, and certainly there was the 
added ingredient of broken glass, the man 
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who stole the window-frames having 
apparently made a miscarriage with this 
one. Without a broom, without hay or 
bedding, we could but look about us with 
a beginning of despair. The one bright 
arrow of day, in that gaunt and shattered 
barrack, made the rest look dirtier and 
darker, and the sight drove us at last 
into the open. 

Here, also, the handiwork of man lay 
ruined : but the plants were aU alive and 
thriving ; the view below was fresh with 
the colours of nature; and we had ex- 
changed a dim, human garret for a comer, 
even although it were untidy, of the blue 
haU of heaven. Not a bird, not a beast, 
not a reptile. There was no noise in 
that part of the world, save when we 
passed beside the staging, and heard the 
water musically falling in the shaft. 
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Wewandered to and fro. We searched 
among that drift of lumber — wood and 
iron, nails and rails, and sleepers and the 
wheels of trucks. We gazed up the cleft 
into the bosom of the mountain. We sat 
by the margin of the dump and saw, far 
below us, the green treetops standing 
still in the clear air. Beautiful perfumes, 
breaths of bay, resin, and nutmeg, came 
to us more often and grew sweeter and 
sharper as the afternoon dechned. But 
still there was no word of Hanson. 

I set to with pick and shovel, and 
deepened the pool behind the shaft, till 
we were sure of sufficient water for the 
morning ; and by the time I had finished, 
the sun had begun to go down behind the 
mountain shoulder, the platform was 
plunged in quiet shadow, and a chill 
descended from the sky. Night began 
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early in our cleft. Before us, over the 
margin of the dump, we could see the sun 
still striking aslant into the wooded nick 
below, and on the battlemented, pine- 
bescattered ridges on the farther side. 

There was no stove, of course, and no 
hearth in our lodging, so we betook our- 
selves to the blacksmith's forge across the 
platform. If the platform be taken as a 
stage, and the out-curving margin of the 
dump to represent the line of the foot- 
lights, then our house would be the first 
wing on the actor's left, and this black- 
smith's forge, although no match for it in 
size, the foremost on the right. It was a 
low, brown cottage, planted close against 
the hill, and overhung by the foliage and 
peeling boughs of a madrona thicket. 
Within it was full of dead leaves and 
mountain dust, and rubbish from the 
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mine. But we soon had a good fire 
brightly blazing, and sat close about it on 
impromptu seats. Chuchu, the slave of 
sofa-cushions, whimpered for a softer bed; 
but the rest of us were greatly revived and 
comforted by that good creature — fire, 
which gives us warmth and light and 
companionable sounds, and colours up 
the emptiest building with better than 
frescoes. For a while it was even pleasant 
in the forge, with the blaze in the midst, 
and a look over our shoulders on the 
woods and mountains where the day was 
dying hke a dolphin. 

It was between seven and eight before 
Hanson arrived, with a waggonful of our 
effects and two of his wife's relatives to 
lend him a hand. The elder showed sur- 
prising strength. He would pick up a 
huge packing-case, full of books of aU 
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things, swing it on his shoulder, and 
away up the two crazy ladders and the 
breakneck spout of rolling mineral, 
familiarly termed a path, that led from 
the cart-track to our house. Even for 
a man unburthened, the ascent was toil- 
some and precarious ; but Irvine scaled it 
with a light foot, carrying box after box, 
as the hero whisks the stage child up the 
practicable footway beside the waterfall of 
the fifth act. With so strong a helper, 
the business was speedily transacted. 
Soon the assayer's office was thronged 
with our belongings, piled higgledy- 
piggledy, and upside down, about the 
floor. There were our boxes, indeed, but 
my wife had left her keys in Calistoga. 
There was the stove, but, alas ! our carriers 
had forgot the chimney, and lost one of 
the plates along the road. The Silverado 
problem was scarce solved. 
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Enfe himself was grave and good- 
natured over his share of blame ; he even, 
if I remember right, expressed regret. 
But his crew, to my astonishment and 
anger, grinned from ear to ear, and 
laughed aloud at our distress. They 
thought it " real funny" about the stove- 
pipe they had forgotten; "real fanny" 
that they should have lost a plate. As 
for hay, the whole party refused to bring 
us any till they should have supped. 
See how late they were ! Never had 
there been such a job as coming up that 
grade ! Nor often, I suspect, such a game 
of poker as that before they started. But 
about nine, as a particular favour, we 
should have some hay. 

So they took their departure, leaving 
me still staring, and we resigned our- 
selves to wait for their return. The fire 
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in the forge had been suffered to go out, 
and we were one and all too weary to 
kindle another. We dined, or, not to 
take that word in vain, we ate after a 
fashion, in the nightmare disorder of the 
assayer's office, perched among boxes. 
A single candle lighted us. It could 
scarce be called a house-warming; for 
there was, of course, no fire, and with 
the two open doors and the open window 
gaping on the night, like breaches in a 
fortress, it began to grow rapidly chill. 
Talk ceased ; nobody moved but the 
unhappy Chuchu, still in quest of sofa- 
cushions, who tumbled complainingly 
among the trunks. It required a certain 
happiness of disposition to look forward 
hopefoUy, from so dismal a beginning, 
.across the brief hours of night, to the 
warm shining of to-morrow's sun. 
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But the hay arrived at last, and we 
turned, with our last spark of courage, to 
the bedroom. We had improved the 
entrance, but it was still a kind of rope- 
walking ; and it would have been droll to 
see us mounting, one after another, by 
candle-light, under the open stars. 

The western door — that which looked 
up the canyon, and through which we 
entered by our bridge of flying plank — was 
still entire, a handsome, panelled door, 
the most finished piece of carpentry in 
Silverado. And the two lowest bunks 
next to this we roughly filled with hay 
for that night's use. Through the oppo- 
site, or eastern-looking gable, with its 
open door and window, a faint, diffused 
starshine came into the room like mist ; 
and when we were once in bed, we lay, 
awaiting sleep, in a haunted, incomplete 
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obscurity. At first the silence of the 
night was ntter. Then a high wind 
began in the distance among the tree- 
tops, and for hours continued to grow 
higher. It seemed to me much such a 
wind as we had found on our visit; yet 
here in our open chamber we were fanned 
only by gentle and refreshing draughts, so 
deep was the canyon, so close our house 
was planted under the overhanging rock. 
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THE HUNTER'S FAMILY. 

There is quite a large race or class of 
people in America, for whom we scarcely 
seem to have a parallel in England. Of 
pure white blood, they are unknown or 
unrecognizable in towns; inhabit the 
fringe of settlements and the deep, quiet 
places of the country; rebellious to all 
labour, and pettily thievish, like the 
English gipsies; rustically ignorant, but 
with a touch of wood-lore and the 
dexterity of the savage. Whence they 
came is a moot point. At the time of 
the war, they poured north in crowds 
to escape the conscription ; lived during 
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summer on fruits, wild animals, and petty 
theft; and at the approach of winter, 
when these supplies failed, buUt great 
fires in the forest, and there died stoically 
by starvation. They are widely scattered, 
however, and easily recognized. Loutish, 
but not ill-looking, they will sit all day, 
swinging their legs on a field fence, the 
mind seemingly as devoid of all reflection 
as a Suffolk peasant's, careless of politics, 
for the most part incapable of reading, 
but with a rebellious vanity and a strong 
sense of independence. Hunting is their 
most congenial business, or, if the occa- 
sion offers, a little amateur detection. In 
tracking a crimiaal, following a particular 
horse along a beaten highway, and draw- 
ing inductions from a hair or a footprint, 
one of those somnolent, grinning Hodges 
will suddenly display activity of body and 
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finesse of mind. By their names ye 
may know them, the women figuring 
as Loveina, Larsenia, Serena, Leanna, 
Orreana; the men answering to Alvin, 
Alva, or Orion, pronounced Orrion, with 
the accent on the first. Whether they 
are indeed a race, or whether this is the 
form of degeneracy common to all back- 
woodsmen, they are at least known by 
a generic byword, as Poor Whites or 
Low-downers. 

I will not say that the Hanson family 
was Poor White, because the name savours 
of offence ; but I may go as far as this 
— ^they were, in many points, not im- 
similar to the people usually so-called. 
Eufe himself combined two of the quali- 
fications, for he was both a himter and 
an amateur detective. It was he who 
pursued Russel and Dollar, the robbers 
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of the Lake Port stage, and captured 
them the very morning after the exploit, 
while they were still sleeping in a hay- 
field. Russel, a drunken Scotch car- 
penter, was even an acquaintance of his 
own, and he expressed much grave com- 
miseration for his fate. In all that he 
said and did, Eufe was grave. I never 
saw him hurried. When he spoke, he 
took out his pipe with ceremonial de- 
liberation, looked east and west, and 
then, in quiet tones and few words, stated 
his business or told his story. His gait 
was to match ; it would never have sur- 
prised you if, at any step, he had turned 
round and walked away again, so warily 
and slowly, and with so much seeming 
hesitation did he go about. He lay long 
in bed in the morning — ^rarely indeed, 
rose before noon; he loved all games. 



TEE HUNTER'S FAMILY. 133 

from poker to clerical croquet; and in 
the Toll House croquet ground I have 
seen him toiling at the latter with the 
devotion of a curate. He took an interest 
in education, -was an active member of 
the local school-board, and when I was 
there, he had recently lost the school- 
house key. His waggon was broken, but 
it never seemed to occur to him to mend 
it. Like all truly idle people, he had an 
artistic eye. He chose the print stuff for 
his wife's dresses, and counselled her in 
the making of a patchwork quilt, always, 
as she thought, wrongly, but to the more 
educated eye, always with bizarre and 
admirable taste — the taste of an Indian. 
With all this, he was a perfect, unoffend- 
ing gentleman in word and act. Take 
his clay pipe from him, and he was fit 
for any society but that of fools. Quiet 



134 THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS. 

as he was, there burned a deep, permanent 
excitement in his dark blue eyes; and 
when this grave man smiled, it was like 
sunshine in a shady place. 

Mrs. Hanson (Ti^e, if you please, Love- 
lands) was more commonplace than her 
lord. She was a comely woman, too, 
plump, fair-coloured, with wonderful white 
teeth ; and in her print dresses (chosen 
by Eufe) and with a large sun-bonnet 
shading her valued complexion, made, I 
assure you, a very agreeable figure. But 
she was on the surface, what there was 
of her, out-spoken and loud-spoken. Her 
noisy laughter had none of the charm 
of one of Hanson's rare, slow-spreading 
smiles ; there was no reticence, no 
mystery, no manner about the woman : 
she was a first-class dairymaid, but her 
husband was an unknown quantity 
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between the savage and the nobleman. 
She was often in and out with us, merry, 
and healthy, and fair; he came far 
seldomer — only, indeed, when there was 
business, or now and again, to pay a visit 
of ceremony, brushed up for the occasion, 
with his wife on his arm, and a clean 
clay pipe in his teeth. These visits, in 
our forest state, had quite the air of an 
event, and turned our red canyon into a 
salon. 

Such was the pair who ruled in the 
old Silverado Hotel, among the windy 
trees, on the mountain shoulder overlook- 
ing the whole length of Napa Valley, as 
the man aloft looks down on the ship's 
deck. There they kept house, with 
sundry horses and fowls, and a family of 
sons, Daniel Webster, and I think George 
Washington, among the number. Nor 
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did they want visitors. An old gentle- 
man, of singular stolidity, and called 

Breedlove — I think he had crossed the I 

I 

plains in the same caravan with Rufe — 
housed with them for awhile during our 
stay; and they had besides a permanent 
lodger, in the form of Mrs. Hanson's 
brother, Irvine Lovelands. I spell Irvine 
by guess ; for I could get no information 
on the subject, just as I could never find 
out, ^n spite of many inquiries, whether 
or not Rufe was a contraction for Eufus. 
They were all cheerfully at sea about 
their names in that generation. And this 
is surely the more notable where the 
names are all so strange, and even the 
family names appear to have been coined. 
At one time, at least, the ancestors of all 
these Alvins and Alvas, Loveinas, Love- 
lands, and Breedloves, must have taken 
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serious council and found a certain poetry 
in these denominations ; that must have 
been, then, their form of literature. But 
still times change ; and their next 
descendants, the George Washingtons 
and Daniel Websters, will at least be 
clear upon the point. And anyway, and 
however his name should be spelt, this 
Irvine Lovelands was the most unmiti- 
gated Caliban I ever knew. 

Our very first morning at Silverado, 
when we were fuU of business, patching 
up doors and windows, making beds and 
seats, and getting our rough lodging into 
shape, Irvine and his sister made their 
appearance together, she for neighbour- 
liness and general curiosity ; he, because 
he was working for me, to my sorrow, 
cutting "firewood at I forget how much a 
day. The way that he set about cutting 
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wood was characteristic. We were at 
that moment patching up and unpacking 
in the kitchen. Down he sat on one 
side, and down sat his sister on the other. 
Both were chewing pine-tree gum, and 
he, to my annoyance, accompanied that 
simple pleasure with profuse expectora- 
tion. She rattled away, talking up hill 
and down dale, laughing, tossing her 
head, showing her brilliant teeth. He 
looked on in silence, now spitting heavily 
on the floor, now putting his head back 
and uttering a loud, discordant, joyless 
laugh. He had a tangle of shock hair, 
the colour of wool ; his mouth was a grin ; 
although as strong as a horse, he looked 
neither heavy nor yet adroit, only leggy, 
coltish, and in the road. But it was 
plain he was in high spirits, thoroughly 
enjoying his visit ; and he laughed frankly 
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whenever we failed to acoompKsh what 
we were about. This was scarcely help- 
ful : it was even, to amateur carpenters, 
embarrassing; but it lasted until we 
knocked off work and began to get 
dinner. Then Mrs. Hanson remembered 
she should have been gone an hour ago ; 
and the pair retired, and the lady's 
laughter died away among the nutmegs 
down the path. That was Irvine's first 
day's work in my employment — the devil 
take him ! 

The next morning he returned and, as 
he was this time alone, he bestowed his 
conversation upon us with great liberality. 
He prided himself on his intelligence; 
asked us 'if we knew the school ma'am. 
He didn't think much of her, anyway. 
He had tried her, he had. He had put 
a question to her. If a tree a hundred 
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feet high were to fall a foot a day, how 
long would it take to fall right down? 
She had not been able to solve the 
problem. ** She don't know nothing," he 
opined. He told us how a friend of his 
kept a school with a revolver, and 
chuckled mightily over that; his friend 
could teach school, he could. All the 
time he kept chewing gum and spitting. 
He would stand a while looking down ; 
and then he would toss back his shock 
of hair, and laugh hoarsely, and spit, and 
bring forward a new subject. A man, he 
told us, who bore a grudge against him, 
had poisoned his dog. " That was a low 
thing for a man to do now, wasn't it? 
It wasn't like a man, that, nohow. But 
I got even with him : I pisoned his dog." 
clumsy utterance, his rude em- 
barrassed manner, set a fresh value on 
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the stupidity of his remarks. I do not 
think I ever appreciated the meaning of 
two words until I knew Irvine — the verb, 
loaf, and the noun, oaf; between them, 
they complete his portrait. He could 
lounge, and wriggle, and rub himself 
against the wall, and grin, and be more 
in everybody's way than any other two 
people that I ever set my eyes on. 
Nothing that he did became him ; and 
yet you were conscious that he was one 
of your own race, that his mind was cum- 
brously at work, revolving the problem 
of existence like a quid of gum, and in 
his own cloudy manner enjoying life, and 
passing judgment on his fellows. Above 
all things, he was delighted with himself. 
You would not have thought it, from his 
uneasy manners and troubled, struggling 
utterance; but he loved himself to the 
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marrow, and was happy and proud like 
a peacock on a rail. 

His seK-esteem was, indeed, the one 
joint in his harness. He could be got to 
work, and even kept at work, by flattery. 
As long as my wife stood over him, 
crying out how strong he was, so long 
exactly he would stick to the matter in 
hand; and the moment she turned her 
back, or ceased to praise him, he would 
stop. His physical strength was wonder- 
ful ; and to have a woman stand by and 
admire his achievements, warmed his 
heart like sunshine. Yet he was as 
cowaxdly as he was powerful, and felt no 
shame in owning to the weakness. Some- 
thing was once wanted from the crazy 
platform over the shaft, and he at once 
refused to venture there — " did not like," 
as he said, ** foolen' round them kind o' 
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places," and let my wife go instead of 
liim, looking on with a grin. Vanity, 
where it rules, is usually more heroic : 
but Irvine steadily approved himself, and 
expected others to approve him; rather 
looked down upon my wife, and decidedly 
expected her to look up to him, on the 
strength of his superior prudence. 

Yet the strangest part of the whole 
matter was perhaps this, that Irvine was 
as beautiful as a statue. His features 
were, in themselves, perfect ; it was only 
his cloudy, uncouth, and coarse expression 
that disfigured them. So much strength 
residing in so spare a frame was proof 
sufficient of the accuracy of his shape. 
He must have been built somewhat after 
the pattern of Jack Sheppard ; but the 
famous housebreaker, we may be certain, 
was no lout. It was by the extraordinary 
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powers of Ms mind no less than by the 
vigour of his body, that he broke his 
strong prison with such imperfect imple- 
ments, turning the very obstacles to 
service. Irvine, in the same case, would 
have sat down and i^pat, and grumbled 
curses. He had the soul of a fat sheep, 
but, regarded as an artist's model, the 
exterior of a Greek God. It was a cruel 
thought to persons less favoured in their 
birth, that this creature, endowed — to use 
the language of theatres — with extra- 
ordinary " means,'' should so manage to 
misemploy them that he looked ugly and 
almost deformed. It was only by an 
effort of abstraction, and after many days, 
that you discovered what he was. 

By playing on the oafs conceit, and 
standing closely over him, we got a path 
made round the corner of the dump to 
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our door, so that we could come and go 
with decent ease ; and he even enjoyed 
the work, for in that there were boulders 
to be plucked up bodily, bushes to be up- 
rooted, and other occasions for athletic 
display : but cutting wood was a different 
matter. Anybody could out wood ; and, 
besides, my wife was tired of super- 
vising him, and had other things to 
attend to. And, in short, days went by, 
and Irvine came daily, and talked and 
lounged and spat ; but the firewood re- 
mained intact as sleepers on the platform 
or growing trees upon the mountain- 
side. Irvine, as ^ woodcutter, we could 
tolerate; but Irvine as a friend of the 
family, at so' much a day, was too bald 
an imposition, and at length, on the 
afternoon of the fourth or fifth day of 
our connection, I explained to him, as 
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clearly as I could, the light in which 
I had grown to regard his presence. I 
pointed out to him that I could not con- 
tinue to give him a salary for spitting on 
the floor; and this expression, which 
came after a good many others, at last 
penetrated his obdurate wits. He rose 
at once, and said if that was the way he 
was going to be spoke to, he reckoned 
he would quit. And, no one interposing, 
he departed. 

So far, so good. But we had no fire- 
wood. The next afternoon, I strolled 
down to Eufe's and consulted him on the 
subject. It was a very droll interview, 
in the large, bare north room of the 
Silverado Hotel, Mrs. Hanson's patch- 
work on a frame, and Eufe, and his wife, 
and I, and the oaf himself, all more or 
less embarrassed. Eufe announced there 
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was nobody in the neighbourhood but 
Irvine who could do a day's work for 
anybody. Irvine, thereupon, refused to 
have any more to do with my service; 
he " wouldn't work no more for a man as 
had spoke to him 's I had done." I found 
myself on the point of the last humiKa- 
tion — driven to beseech the creature 
whom I had just dismissed with insult : 
but I took the high hand in despair, said 
there must be no talk of Irvine coming 
back unless matters were to be diflferently 
managed ; that I would rather chop fire- 
wood for myself than be fooled; and, in 
short, the Hansons being eager for the 
lad's hire, I so imposed upon them with 
merely affected resolution, that they 
ended by begging me to re-employ him 
again, on a solemn promise that he 
should be more industrious. The promise. 
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I am bound to say, was kept* We soon 
had a fine pile of firewood at our door; and 
if Caliban gave me the cold shoulder and 
spared me his conversation, I thought none 
the worse of him for that, nor did I find 
my days much longer for the deprivation. 
The leading spirit of the family was, 
I am inclined to fancy^ Mrs. Hanson. 
Her social brilUancy somewhat dazzled 
the others, and she had more of the small 
change of sense. It was she who faced 
Kelmar, for instance ; and perhaps, if 
she had been alone, Kelmar would have 
had no rule within her doors. Eufe, to 
be sure, had a fine, sober, open-air 
attitude of mind^ seeing the world with- 
out exaggeration — perhaps, we may even 
say, without enough; for he lacked, 
along with the others, that commercial 
idealism which puts so high a value on 
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time and money* Sanity itself is a kind 
of convention. Perhaps Eufe was wrong ; 
but, looking on life plainly, he was unable 
to perceive that croquet or poker were in 
any way less important than, for instance, 
mending his waggon. Even his own 
profession, hunting, was dear to him 
mainly as a sort of play ; even that he 
would have neglected, had it not ap- 
pealed to his imagination. His hunting- 
suit, for instance, had cost I should be 
afraid to say how many bucks — the 
currency in which he paid his way : it 
was all befringed, after the Indian fashion, 
and it was dear to his heart. The 
pictorial side of his daily business was 
never forgotten. He was even anxious to 
stand for his picture in those buckskin 
hunting clothes; and I remember how 
he once warmed almost into enthusiasm, 
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his dark blue eyes growing perceptibly 
larger, as he planned the composition in 
which he should appear, " with the horns 
of some real big bucks, and dogs, and a 
camp on a crick " (creek, stream). 

There was no trace in Irvine of this 
woodland poetry. He did not care for 
hunting, nor yet for buckskin suits. He 
had never observed scenery. The world, 
as it appeared to him, was almost oblite- 
rated by his own great grinning figure in 
the foreground : Caliban Malvolio. And 
it seems to me as if, in the persons of 
these brothers-in-law, we had the two 
sides of rusticity fairly well represented : 
the hunter hving really in nature; the 
clodhopper living merely out of society : 
the one bent up in every corporal agent 
to capacity in one pursuit, doing at least 
one thing keenly and thoughtfully, and 
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thoroughly alive to all that touches it; 
the other in the inert and bestial state, 
walking in a faint dream, and taking so 
dim an impression of the myriad sides of 
life that he is truly conscious of nothing 
but himself. It is only in the fastnesses 
of nature, forests, mountaius, and the 
back of man's beyond, that a creature 
endowed with five senses can grow up 
into the perfection of this crass and 
earthy vanity. In towns or the busier 
country sides, he is roughly reminded of 
other men's existence ; and if he learns 
no more, he learns at least to fear 
contempt. But Irvine had come scathe- 
less through life, conscious only of him- 
self, of his great strength and intelligence ; 
and in the silence of the universe, to 
which he did not listen, dwelling with 
delight on the sound of his own thoughts. 
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THE SEA FOGS. 

A CHANGE in the colour of the light usually 
called me in the morning. By a certain 
hour, the long, vertical chinks in our 
western gable, where the boards had 
shrunk and separated, flashed suddenly 
into my eyes as stripes of dazzling blue, 
at once so dark and splendid that I 
used to marvel how the qualities could 
be comUjined. At an earlier hour, the 
heavens in that quarter were still quietly 
coloured, but the shoulder of the moun- 
tain which shuts in the canyon already 
glowed with sunhght in a wonderful 
compound of gold and rose and green; 
and this too would kindle, although more 
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mildly and with rainbow tints, the fissures 
of our crazy gable. If I were sleeping 
heavily, it was the bold blue that struck 
me awake ; if more lightly, then I would 
come to myself in that earlier and fairier 
light. 

One Sunday morning, about five, the 
first brightness called me. I rose and 
turned to the east, not for my devotions, 
but for air. The night had been very 
still. The little private gale that blew 
every evening' in our canyon, for ten 
minutes or perhaps a quarter of an hour, 
had swiftly blown itseK out ; in the hours 
that followed not a sigh of wind had 
shaken the treetops ; and our barrack, 
for all its breaches, was less fresh that 
morning than of wont. But I had no 
sooner reached the window than I forgot 
all else in the sight that met my eyes, 
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and I made but two bounds into my 
clothes, and down the crazy plank to the 
platform. 

The sun was still concealed below the 
opposite hilltops, though it was shining 
already, not twenty feet above my head, 
on our own mountain slope. But the 
scene, beyond a few near features, was 
entirely changed. Napa valley was gone ; 
gone were all the lower slopes and woody 
foothills of the range ; and in their place, 
not a thousand feet below me, rolled a 
great level ocean. It was as though I 
had gone to bed the night before, safe 
in a nook of inland mountains, and had 
awakened in a bay upon the coast. I 
had seen these inundations from below; 
at Cahstoga I had risen and gone abroad 
in the early morning, coughiag and 
sneezing, under fathoms on fathoms of 
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gray sea vapour, like a cloudy sky — a 
dull sight for the artist, and a pauiful 
experience for the invalid. But to sit 
aloft one's self in the pure air and under 
the unclouded dome of heaven, and thus 
look down on the submergence of the 
valley, was strangely different and even 
dehghtful to the eyes. Far away were 
hilltops like little islands. Nearer, a 
smoky surf beat about the foot of 
precipices and poured into all the coves 
of these rough mountains. The colour 
of that fog ocean was a thing never to 
be forgotten. For an instant, among the 
Hebrides and just about sundown, I have 
seen something like it on the sea itself. 
But the white was not so opaline; nor 
was there, what surprisingly increased 
the effect, that breathless, crystal still- 
ness over all. Even in its gentlest moods 
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the salt sea travails, moaning among the 
weeds or lisping on the sand; but that 
vast fog ocean lay in a trance of silence, 
nor did the sweet air of the morning 
tremble with a sound. 

As I continued to sit upon the dump, 
I began to observe that this sea was not 
so level as at first sight it appeared to 
be. Away in the extreme south, a little 
hill of fog arose against the sky above 
the general surface, and as it had already 
caught the sun, it shone on the horizon 
like the topsails of some giant ship. 
There were huge waves, stationary, as it 
seemed, like waves in a frozen sea ; and 
yet, as I looked again, I was not sure 
but they were moving after all, with a 
slow and august advance. And while I 
was yet doubting, a promontory of the 
hills some four or five miles away, con- 
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spicuous by a bouquet of tall pines, was 
in a single instant overtaken and swal- 
lowed up. It reappeared in a little, 
with its pines, but this time as an islet, 
and only to be swallowed up once more 
and then for good. This set me looking 
nearer, and I saw that in every cove 
along the line of mountains the fog was 
being piled in higher and higher, as 
though by some wind that was inaudible 
to me. I could trace its progress, one 
pine tree first growing hazy and then 
disappearing after another ; although 
sometimes there was none of this fore- 
running haze, but the whole opaque 
white ocean gave a start and swallowed 
a piece of mountain at a gulp. It was 
to flee these j)oisonous fogs that I 
had left the seaboard, and climbed so 
high among the mountains. And now, 
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behold, here came the fog to besiege me 
in my chosen altitudes, and yet came so 
beautifully that my first thought was of 
welcome. 

The sun had now gotten much higher, 
and through all the gaps of the hills it 
cast long bars of gold across that white 
ocean. An eagle, or some other very 
great bird of the mountain, came wheeling 
over the nearer pine-tops, and hung, 
poised and something sideways, as if to 
look abroad on that unwonted desolation, 
spying, perhaps with terror, for the eyries 
of her comrades. Then, with a long cry, 
she disappeared again towards Lake 
County and the clearer air. At length it 
seemed to me as if the flood were 
beginning to subside. The old landmarks, 
by whose disappearance I had measured 
its advance, here a crag, there a brave 

H 
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pine tree, now began, in the inverse order, 
to make their reappearance into daylight. 
I judged all danger of the fog was over. 
This was not Noah's flood ; it was but a 
morning spring, and would now drift out 
seaward whence it came. So, mightily- 
relieved, and a good deal exhilarated by 
the sight, I went into the house to light 
the fire. 

I suppose it was nearly seven when I 
once more mounted the platform to look 
abroad. The fog ocean had swelled up 
enormously since last I saw it ; and a few 
hundred feet below me, in the deep gap 
where the Toll House stands and the road 
runs through into Lake County, it had 
already topped the slope, and was pouring 
over and down the other side like driving 
smoke. The wind had climbed along 
with it ; and though I was still in calm 
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air, I could see the trees tossing below 
me, and their long, strident sighing 
mounted to me where I stood. 

Half an hour later, the fog had sur- 
mounted all the ridge on the opposite 
side of the gap, though a shoulder of 
the mountain stiU warded it out of our 
canyon. Napa valley and its bounding 
hills were now utterly blotted out. The 
fog, sunny white in the sunshine, was 
pouring over into Lake County in a huge, 
ragged cataract, tossing treetops appear- 
ing and disappearing in the spray. The 
air struck with a little chill, and set me 
coughing. It smelt strong of the fog, 
like the smell of a washing-house, but 
with a shrewd tang of the sea salt. 

Had it not been for two things — the 
sheltering spur which answered as a dyke, 
and the great valley on the other side 
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which rapidly engulfed whatever mounted 
— our own little platform in the canyon 
must have been already buried a hundred 
feet in salt and poisonous air. As it was, 
the interest of the scene entirely occupied 
our minds. We were set just out of the 
wind, and but just above the fog ; we 
could listen to the voice of the one as to 
music on the stage ; we could plunge our 
eyes down into the other, as into some 
flowing stream from over the parapet of a 

bridge ; thus we looked on upon a strange, 
impetuous, silent, shifting exhibition of 
the powers of nature, and saw the familiar 
landscape changing from moment to 
moment like figures in a dream. 

The imagination loves to trifle with 
what is not. Had this been indeed the 
deluge, I should have felt more strongly, 
but the emotion would have been similar 
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in kind. I played with the idea, as the 
child flees in delighted terror from the 
creations of his fancy. The look of 
the thing helped me. And when at last 
I began to flee up the mountain, it was 
indeed partly to escape from the raw air 
that kept me coughing, but it was also 
part in play. 

As I ascended the mountain-side, I 
came once more to overlook the upper 
surface of the fog ; but it wore a different 
appearance from what I had beheld at 
daybreak. Por, first, the sun now fell on 
it from high overhead, and its surface 
shone and undulated like a great norland 
moor country, sheeted with untrodden 
morning snow. And next the new level 
must have been a thousand or fifteen 
hundred feet higher than the old, so that 
only five or six points of all the broken 
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country below me, still stood out. Napa 
valley was now one with Sonoma on the 
west. On the hither side, only a thin 
scattered fringe of bluffs was unsub- 
merged ; and through all the gaps the fog 
was pouring over, like an ocean, into the 
blue clear sunny country on the east. 
There it was soon lost ; for it fell instantly 
into the bottom of the valleys, following 
the water-shed ; and the hilltops in that 
quarter were still clear cut upon the 
eastern sky. 

Through the Toll House gap and over 
the near ridges on the other side, the 
deluge was immense. A spray of thin 
vapour was thrown high above it, rising 
and falling, and blown into fantastic 
shapes. The speed of its course was like 
a mountain torrent. Here and there a 
few treetops were discovered and then 
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whelmed again ; and for one second, the 
bough of a dead pine beckoned out of the 
spray like the arm of a drowning man. 
But still the imagination was dissatisfied, 
still the ear waited for something more. 
Had this indeed been water (as it seemed 
so, to the eye), with what a plunge of 
reverberating thunder would it have rolled 
upon its course, disembowelling moimtains 
and deracinating pines ! And yet water 
it was, and sea-water at that— true Pacific 
billows, only somewhat rarefied, rolling 
in mid air among the hilltops. 

I climbed still higher, among the red 
rattUng gravel and dwarf underwood of 
Mount Saint Helena, until I could look 
right down upon SHverado, and admire 
the favoured nook in which it lay. The 
sunny plain of fog was several hundred 
feet higher ; behind the protecting spur a 
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gigantic accumulation of cottony vapour 
threatened, with every second, to blow 
over and submerge our homestead; but 
the vortex setting past the Toll House 
was too strong; and there lay our Uttle 
platform, in the arms of the deluge, but 
stiU enjoying its unbroken sunshine* 
About eleven, however, thin spray came 
flying over the friendly buttress, and I 
began to think the fog had hunted out its 
Jonah after all. But it was the last 
effort. The wind veered while we were 
at dinner, and began to blow squaUy from 
the mountain summit ; and by half-past 
one, all that world of sea-fogs was utterly 
routed and flying here and there into the 
south in little rags of cloud. And instead 
of a lone sea-beach, we found ourselves 
once more inhabiting a high mountain- 
side, with the clear green country far 
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below US, and the light smoke of Calistoga 
blowing in the air. 

This was the great Eussian campaign 
for that season. Now and then, in the 
early morning, a little white lakelet of fog 
would be seen far down in Napa Valley ; 
but the heights were not again assailed, 
nor was the surrounding world again shut 
o£f from Silverado. 
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THE TOLL HOUSE. 

The Toll House, standing alone by the 
wayside under nodding pines, with its 
streamlet and water-tank ; its backwoods, 
toll-bar, and well trodden croquet ground ; 
the ostler standing by the stable door, 
chewing a straw ; a glimpse of the Chinese 
cook in the back parts ; and Mr. Hoddy 
in the bar, gravely alert and serviceable, 
and equally anxious to lend or borrow 
books ; — dozed all day in the dusty sun- 
shine, more than half asleep. There were 
no neighbours, except the Hansons up 
the hill. The traffic on the road was 
infinitesimal; only, at rare intervals, a 
couple in a waggon, or a dusty farmer on 
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a spring-board, toiling over "the grade " 
to that metropoKtan hamlet, Calistoga; 
and, at the fixed hours, the passage of the 
stages. 

The nearest building was the school- 
house, down the road ; and the school- 
ma'am boarded at the Toll House, walk- 
ing thence in the morning to the little 
brown shanty, where she taught the 
young ones of the district, and returning 
thither pretty weary in the afternoon. 
She had chosen this outlying situation, I 
understood, for her health. Mr. Corwin 
was consumptive ; so was Eufe ; so was 
Mr. Jennings, the engineer. In short, 
the place was a kind of small Davos : 
consumptive folk consorting on a hilltop 
in the most unbroken idleness. Jennings 
never did anything that I could see, 
except now and then to fish, and generally 
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to sit about in the bar and the verandah, 
waiting for something to happen. Corwin 
and Eufe did as little as possible ; and if 
the school-ma'am, poor lady, had to work 
pretty hard all morning,, she subsided 
when it was over into much the same 
dazed beatitude as all the rest. 

Her special corner was the parlour — a 
very genteel room, with Bible prints, a 
crayon portrait of Mrs. Corwin in the 
height of fashion, a few years ago, another 
of her son (Mr. Corwin was not repre- 
sented), a mirror, and a selection of 
dried grasses. A large book was laid 
religiously on the table — "From Palace 
to Hovel," I believe, its name — ^fuU of the 
raciest experiences in England. The 
author had mingled freely with all classes, 
the nobiUty particularly meeting him^ 
with open arms ; and I must say that 
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traveller had ill requited his reception. 
His book, in short, was a capital instance 
of the Penny Messalina school of litera- 
ture ; and there arose from it, in that 
cool parlour, in that silent, wayside, 
mountain inn, a rank atmosphere of gold 
and blood and ^* Jenkins," and the ** Mys- 
teries of London," and sickening, inverted 
snobbery, fit to knock you down. The 
mention of this book reminds me of 
another and far racier picture of our 

r 

island life. The latter parts of Bocam- 
bole are surely too sparingly consulted in 
the country which they celebrate. No 
man's education can be said to be com- 
plete, nor can he pronounce the world 
yet emptied of enjoyment, till he has 
made the acquaintance of '^ the Keverend 
Patterson, director of the Evangelical 

Society." To follow the evolutions of 
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that reverend gentleman, who goes 
through scenes in which even Mr. Duf- 
field would hesitate to place a bishop, is 
to rise to new ideas. But, alas ! there 
was no Patterson about the Toll House. 
Only, alongside of "From Palace to 
Hovel," a sixpenny "Ouida" figured. 
So literature, you see, was not unrepre- 
sented. 

The school-ma'am had friends to stay 
with her, other school-ma'ams enjoying 
their holidays, quite a bevy of damsels. 
They seemed never to go out, or not 
beyond the verandah, but sat close in the 
little parlour, quietly talking or listening 
to the wind among the- trees. Sleep 
dwelt in the Toll House, like a fixture : 
summer sleep, shallow, soft, and dream- 
less. A cuckoo-clock, a great rarity in 
such a place, hooted at intervals about the 
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echoing house ; and Mr. Jenning would 
open his eyes for a moment in the har, 
and turn the leaf of a newspaper, and the 
resting school-ma'ams in the parlour 
would be recalled to the consciousness of 
their inaction. Busy Mrs. Corwin and 
her busy Chinaman might be heard 
indeed, in the penetralia, pounding dough 

# 

or rattling dishes; or perhaps Eufe had 
called up some of the sleepers for a game 
of croquet, and the hollow strokes of the 
mallet sounded far away among the 
woods : but with these exceptions, it was 
sleep and sunshine and dust, and the 
wind in the pine trees, aU day long. 

A Uttle before stage time, that castle 
of indolence awoke. The ostler threw 
his straw away and set to his prepara- 
tions. Mr. Jennings rubbed his eyes; 
happy Mr. Jennings, the something he 
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had been waiting for all day about to 
happen at last! The boarders gathered 
in the verandah, silently giving ear, and 
gazing down the road with shaded eyes. 
And as yet there was no sign for the 
senses, not a sound, not a tremor of the 
mountain road. The birds, to whom 
the secret of the hooting cuckoo is un- 
known, must have set down to instinct 
this premonitory bustle. 

And then the first of the two stages 
swooped upon the Toll House with a 
roar and in a cloud of dust; and the 
shock had not yet time to subside, before 
the second was abreast of it. Huge con- 
cerns they were, weU-horsed and loaded, 
the men in their shirt-sleeves, the women 
swathed in veils, the long whip cracking 
like a pistol; and as they charged upon 
that slumbering hostelry, each shepherd- 
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ing a dust storm, the dead place blossomed 

into life and talk and clatter. This the 

Toll House ? — with its city throng, its 

jostling shoulders, its infinity of instant 

business in the bar? The mind would 

not receive it 1 The heartfelt bustle of 

that hour is hardly credible; the thrill 

of the great shower of letters from the 

post-bag, the childish hope and interest 

with which one gazed in all these 

strangers' eyes. They paused there but 

to pass : the blue-clad China-boy, the San 

Francisco magnate, the mystery in the 

dust coat, the secret memoirs in tweed, 

the ogling, well-shod lady with her troop 

of girls ; they did but flash and go ; 

they were hull-down for us behind life's 

ocean, and we but hailed their topsails 

on the line. Yet, out of our great solitude 

of four and twenty mountain hours, we 
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thrilled to their momentary presence ; 
gauged and divined them, loved and 
hated ; and , stood light-headed in that 
storm of human electricity. Yes, like 
Piccadilly Circus, this is also one of Ufe's 
crossing-places. Here I beheld one man, 
abeady famous or infamous, a centre of 
pistol-shots : and another who, if not yet 
known to rumour, will fill a column of 
the Sunday paper when he comes to 
hang — a burly, thick-set, powerful Chinese 
desperado, six long bristles upon either 
lip; redolent of whiskey, playing cards, 
and pistols ; swaggering iti the bar with 
the lowest assumption of the lowest 
European manners; rapping out black- 
guard English oaths in his canorous 
oriental voice; and combining in one 
person the depravities of two races and two 
civilizations. For all his lust and vigour, 
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he seemed to look cold upon me from 
the valley of the shadow of the gallows. 
He imagined a vain thing ; and whUe he 
drained his cock-tail, Holbein's death was 
at his elbow. Once, too, I fell in talk 
with another of these flitting strangers- 
like the rest, in his shirt-sleeves and all 
begrimed with dust — and the next minute 
we were discussing Paris and London, 
theatres and wines. To him, journeying 
from one human place to another, this 
was a trifle ; but to me 1 No, Mr. LiUie, 
I have not forgotten it. 

And presently the city-tide was at its 
flood and began to ebb. Life runs in 
Piccadilly Circus, say, from nine to one, 
and then, there also, ebbs into the small 
hours of the echoing policeman and the 
lamps and stars. But the Toll House is. 
far up stream, and near its rural springs ; 
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the bubble of the tide but touches it. 
Before you had yet grasped your pleasure, 
the horses were put to, the loud whips 
volleyed, and the tide was gone. North 
and south had the two stages vanished, 
the towering dust subsided in the woods ; 
but there was stiU an interval before the 
flush had fallen on your cheeks, before 
the ear became once more contented with 
the silence, or the seven sleepers of the 
Toll House dozed back to their accustomed 
comers. Yet a little, and the ostler 
would swing round the great barrier 
across the road ; and in the golden even- 
ing, that dreamy inn begin to trim its 
lamps and spread the board for supper. 

As I recall the place — the green dell 
below ; the spires of pine ; the sun-warm, 
scented air; that gray, gabled inn, with 
its faint stirrings of life amid the slumber 
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of the mountains — I slowly awake to a 
sense of admiration, gratitude, and ^^Imost 
love. A fine place, after all, for a wasted 
life to doze away in — the cuckoo clock 
hooting of its far home country; the 
croquet mallets, eloquent of Enghsh 
lawns ; the stages daily bringing news of 
the turbulent world away below there; 
and perhaps once in the summer, a salt 
fog pouring overhead with its tale of the 
Pacific. 



A STARRY DRIVE. 



A STARRY DRIVE. 

In out rule at Silverado, there was a 
melancholy interregnum. The queen and 
the crown prince with one accord fell 
sick; and, as I was sick to begin with, 
our lone position on Mount Saint Helena 
was no longer tenable, and we had to 
hurry back to Calistoga and a cottage 
on the green. By that time we had 
begun to realize the difficulties of our 
position. We had found what an amount 
of labour it cost to support life in our 
red oaiiyon ; and it was the deadest desire 
of our hearts to get a China-boy to go 
along with us when we returned. We 
could have given him a whole house to 
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himself, self-contained, as they say in the 
advertisements ; and on the money ques- 
tion we were prepared to go far. Kong 
Sam Kee, the CaHstoga washerman, was 
entrusted with the affair; and from day 
to day it languished on, with protesta- 
tions on our part and mellifluous excuses 
on the part of Kong Sam Kee, 

At length, about half-past eight of our 
kst evening, with the waggon ready 
harnessed to convey us up the grade, 
the washerman, with a somewhat sneer- 
ing air, produced the boy. He was a 
handsome, gentlemanly lad, attired in 
rich dark blue, and shod with snowy 
white ; but, alas ! he had heard rumours 
of Silverado* He knew it for a lone 
place on the mountain-side, with no 
friendly wash-house near by, where he 
might smoke a pipe of opium o' nights 
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with other China-boys, and lose his little 
earnings at the game of tan ; and he first 
backed out for more money; and then, 
when that demand was satisfied, refused 
to come point-blank. He was wedded to 
his wash-houses ; he had no taste for the 
rural life ; and we must go to our moun- 
tain servantless. It must have been 
near half an hour before we reached that 
conclusion, standing in the midst of 
Cahstoga* high street under the stars, 
and the China-boy and Kong Sam Kee 
singing their pigeon English in the 
sweetest voices and with the most 
musical inflections. 

We were not, however, to return alone ; 
for we brought with us Joe Strong, the 
painter, a most good-natured comrade 
and a capital hand at an omelette. I 
do not know in which capacity he was 
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most valued — as a cook or a companion ; 
and he did excellently well in both. 

The Kong Sam Kee negociation had 
delayed us unduly; it must have been 
half-past nine before we left Calistoga, 
and night came fully ere we struck the 
bottom of the grade. I have never seen 
such a night. It seemed to throw 
calumny in the teeth of all the painters 
that ever dabbled in starlight. The sky 
itself was of a ruddy, powerful, nameless, 
changing colour, dark and glossy like a 
serpent's back. The stars, by innumer- 
able milhons, stuck boldly forth like 
lamps. The milky way was bright, like 
a moonlit cloud ; haK heaven seemed 
milky way. The greater luminaries 
shone each more clearly than a winter's 
moon. Their light was dyed in every sort 
of colour — ^red, like fire ; blue, like steel ; 
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green, like the tracks of sunset; and so 
sharply did each stand forth in its own 
lustre that there was no appearance of 
that flat, star-spangled arch we know so 
well in pictures, but all the hollow of 
heaven was one chaos of contesting 
luminaries — a hurly-burly of stars. 
Against this the hills and rugged tr^e- 
tops stood out redly dark. 

As we continued to advance, the lesser 
lights and milky ways first grew pale, and 
then vanished; the countless hosts of 
heaven dwindled in number by successive 
millions ; those that still shone had 
tempered their exceeding brightness and 
faUen back into their customary wistful 
distance ; and the sky declined from its 
first bewildering splendour into the ap- 
pearance of a common night. Slowly 
this change proceeded, and still there was 
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no sign of any cause. Then a whiteness 
like mist was thrown over the spurs of 
the mountain. Yet a while, and, as we 
turned a comer, a great leap of silver 
Kght and net of forest shadows fell across 
the road and upon our wondering waggon- 
ful ; and, swimming low among the trees, 
we beheld a strange, misshapen, waning 
moon, half-tilted on her back. 

"Where are ye when the moon ap- 
pears?" so the old poet sang, half- 
taunting, to the stars, bent upon a 
courtly purpose. 



" As the Btinliglit round .the dim earth's midnight 
tower of shadow pours, 
Streaming past the dim, wide portals. 
Viewless to the eyes of mortals, 
Till it floods the moon's pale islet or the morning's 
golden shores." 

So sings Mr. Trowbridge, with a noble 
inspiration. And so had the sunlight 
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flooded that pale islet of the moon, and 
her lit face put out, one after another, 
that galaxy of stars. The wonder of the 
drive was over ; but, by some nice con- 
junction of clearness in the air and fit 
shadow in the vaUey where we travelled, 
we had seen for a little while that brave 
display of the midnight heavens. It was 
gone, but it had been ; nor shall I ever 
again behold the stars with the same 
mind. He who has seen the sea com- 
moved with a great hurricane, thinks of 
it very differently from him who has 
seen it only in a calm. And the difference 
between a calm and a hurricane is not 
greatly more striking than that between 
the ordinary face of night and the 
splendour that shone upon us in that 
drive. Two in our waggon knew night 
as she shines upon the tropics, but even 
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that bore no comparison. The nameless 
colour of the sky, the hues of the star- 
fire, and the incredible projection of the 
stars themselves, starting from their 
orbits, so that the eye seemed to dis- 
tinguish their positions in the hollow of 
space — these were things that we had 
never seen before and shall never see 
again. 

Meanwhile, in this altered night, we 
proceeded on our way among the scents 
and silence of the forest, reached the 
top of the grade, wound up by Hanson's, 
and came at last to a stand under the 
flying gargoyle of the chute. Sam, who 
had been lying back, fast asleep, with the 
moon on his face, got down, with the 
remark that it was pleasant "to be 
home." The waggon turned and drove 
away, the noise gently dying in the 
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woods, and we clambered up the rough 
path, Caliban's great feat of engineering, 
and came home to Silverado. 

The moon shone in at the eastern 
doors and windows, and over the lumber 
on the platform. The one tall pine 
beside the ledge was steeped in silver. 
Away up the canyon, a wild cat welcomed 
us with three discordant squalls. But 
once we had lit a candle, and began to 
review our improvements, homely in either 
sense, and count our stores, it was won- 
derful what a feeling of possession and 
permanence grew up in the hearts of the 
lords of Silverado. A bed had still to 
be made up for Strong, and the morning's 
water to be fetched, with clinking paU; 
and as we set about these household 
duties, and showed off our wealth and 
conveniences before the stranger, and had 
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a glass of wine, I think, in honour of our 
return, and trooped at length one after 
another up the flying bridge of plank, 
and lay down to sleep in our shattered, 
moon-pierced barrack, we were among 
the happiest sovereigns in the world, and 
certainly ruled over the most contented 
people. Yet, in our absence, the palace 
had been sacked. Wild cats, so the 
Hansons said, had broken in and carried 
off a side of bacon, a hatchet, and two 
knives. 



p rf ^^^ J ^P^^^^^s^^n^^w 



EPISODES IN THE STORY 

OF A MINE. 



EPISODES IN THE STORY 

OF A MINE. 

No one could live at Silverado and not be 
curious about the story of the mine. We 
were surrounded by so many evidences 
of expense and toil, we lived so entirely 
in the wreck of that great enterprise, 
like mites ia the ruins of a cheese, 
that the idea of the old din and bustle 
haunted our repose. Our own house, 
the forge, the dump, the chutes, the 
rails, the windlass, the mass of broken 
plant; the two tunnels, one far below 
in the green dell, the other on the 
platform where we kept our wine; the 
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deep shaft, with the sun-glints and the 
water-drops; above all, the ledge, that 
great gaping slice out of the mountain 
shoulder, propped apart by wooden 
wedges, on whose immediate margin, 
high above our heads, the one tall pine 
precariously nodded — ^these stood for its 
greatness; while, the dog-hutch, boot- 
jacks, old boots, old tavern bills, and the 
very beds that we inherited from bygone 
miners, put in human touches and 
realized for us the story of the past. 

I have sat on an old sleeper, under the 
thick madronas near the forge, with just 
a look over the dump on the green world 
below, and seen the sun lying broad 
among the wreck, and heard the silence 
broken only by the tinkling water in the 
shaft, or a stir of the royal family about 
the battered palace, and my mind has 
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gone back to the epoch of the Stanleys 
and the Chapmans, with a grand tutti 
of pick and drill, hammer and anvil, 
echoing about the canyon; the assayer 
hard at it in our dining-room ; the carts 
below on the road, and their cargo of red 
mineral bounding and thundering down 
the iron chute. And now all gone — all 
fallen away into this sunny sUence and 
desertion : a family of squatters dining 
in the assayer's oflBice, making their beds 
in the big sleeping room erstwhile so 
crowded, keeping their wine in the tunnel 
that once rang with picks. 

But Silverado itself, although now 
fallen in its turn into decay, was once but 
a mushroom, and had succeeded to other 
mines and other flitting cities. Twenty 
years ago, away down the glen on the 
Lake County side there was a place. 
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Jonestown by name, with two thousand 
inhabitants dwelling under canvas, and 
one roofed house for the sale of whiskey. 
Bound on the western side of Mount 
Saint Helena, there was at the same date, 
a second large encampment, its name, if 
it ever had one, lost for me. Both of 
these have perished, leaving not a stick 
and scarce a memory behind them. Tide 
after tide of hopeful miners have thus 
flowed and ebbed about the mountain, 
coming and going, now by lone pros- 
pectors, now with a rush. Last, in order 
of time came Silverado, reared the big 
miU, in the vaUey, founded the town 
which is now represented, monumentally, 
by Hanson's, pierced all these slaps and 
shafts and tunnels, and in turn declined 
and died away. 



C( 



Our noisy years seem moments in the wake 
Of the eternal silence." 
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As to the success of Silverado in its 
time of being, two reports were current. 
According to the first, six hundred thou- 
sand dollars were taken out of that great 
upright seam, that still hung open above 
us on crazy wedges. Then the ledge 
pinched out, and there followed, in quest 
of the remainder, a great drifting and 
tunnelling in all directions, and a great 
consequent eifusion of dollars, until, all 
parties being sick of the expense, the mine 
was deserted, and the town decamped. 
According to the second version, told me 
with much secrecy of manner, the whole 
affair, mine, mill, and town, were parts 
of one majestic swindle. There had 
never come any silver out of any portion 
of the mine; there was no silver to 
come. At midnight trains of packhorses 
might have been observed winding by 
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devious tracks about the shoulder of the 
mountain. They came from far away, 
from Amador or Placer, laden with silver 
in "old cigar boxes." They discharged 
their load at Silverado, in the hour of 
sleep ; and before the morning they were 
gone again with their mysterious drivers 
to their unknown source. In this way, 
twenty thousand pounds' worth of silver 
was smuggled in under cover of night, in 
these old cigar boxes; mixed with 
SUverado mineral ; carted down to the 
mill; crushed, amalgated, and refined, 
and despatched to the city as the proper 
product of the mine. Stock-jobbing, if it 
can cover such expenses, must be a 
profitable business in San Francisco. 

I give these two versions as I got 
them. But I place Httle reliance on 
either, my belief in history having been 
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greatly shaken. For it chanced that I 
had come to dwell in Silverado at a 
critical hour ; great events in its history 
were about to happen — did happen, as 
I am led to believe ; nay, and it will be 
seen that I played a part in that revolu- 
tion myself. And yet from first to last 
I never had a glimmer of an idea what 
was going on; and even now, after full 
reflection, profess myself at sea. That 
there was some obscure intrigue of the 
cigar-box order, and that I, in the 
character of a wooden puppet, set pen to 
paper in the interest of somebody, so 
much, and no more, is certain. 

Silverado, then under my immediate 
sway, belonged to one whom I will call 
a Mr. Eonalds. I only knew him through 
the extraordinarily distorting medium of 
local gossip, now as a momentous jobber ; 
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now as a dupe to point an adage; and 
again, and much more probably, as an 
ordinary Christian gentleman like you or 
me, who had opened a mine and worked 
it for a while with better and worse 
fortune. So, through a defective window- 
pane, you may see the passer-by shoot 
up into a hunchbacked giant or dwindle 
into a potbellied dwarf. 

To Eonalds, at least, the mine be- 
longed ; but the notice by which he held 
it would run out upon the 30th of June 
— or rather, as I suppose, it had run 
out already, and the month of grace 
would expire upon that day, after which 
any American citizen might post a notice 
of his own, and make Silverado his. 
This, with a sort of quiet slyness, Eufe 
told me at an early period of our acquaint- 
ance. There was no silver, of course ; 
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the mine "wasn't worth nothing, Mr. 
Stevens," but there was a deal of old iron 
and wood around, and to gain possession 
of this old wood and iron, and get a 
right to the water, Eufe proposed, if I 
had no objections, to "jump the claim." 

Of course, I had no objection. But 
I was filled with wonder. If all he 
wanted was the wood and iron, what, in 
the name of fortune, was to prevent him 
taking them ? " His right there was 
none to dispute." He might lay hands 
on all to-morrow, as the wild cats had 
laid hands upon our knives and hatchet. 
Besides, was this mass of heavy miniug 
plant worth transportation ? If it was, 
why had not the rightful owners carted 
it away ? If it was, would they not pre- 
serve their title to these movables, even 
after they had lost their title to the 
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mine? And if it were not, what the 
better was Eufe? Nothing would grow 
at Silverado ; there was even no wood to 
cut ; beyond a sense of property, there 
was nothing to be gained. Lastly, was 
it at all credible that Bonalds would 
forget what Eufe remembered? The 
days of grace were not yet over : any fine 
morning he might appear, paper in hand, 
and enter for another year on his inherit- 
ance. However, it was none of my busi- 
ness ; all seemed legal ; Eufe or Eonalds, 
all was one to me. 

On the morning of the 27th, Mrs. 
Hanson appeared with the milk as usual, 
in her sun-bonnet. The time would be 
out on Tuesday, she reminded us, and 
bade me be in readiness to play my part, 
though I had no idea what it was to be. 
And suppose Eonalds came ? we asked. 
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She received the idea with derision, 
laughing aloud with all her fine teeth. 
He could not find the mine to save his 
life, it appeared, without Rufe to guide 
him. Last year, when he came, they 
heard him "up and down the road a 
hollerin' and a raisin' Cain." And at 
last he had to come to the Hansons in 
despair, and bid Eufe, " Jump into your 
pants and shoes, and show me where this 
old mine is, anyway ! " Seeing that 
Eonalds had laid out so much money in 
the spot, and that a beaten road led right 
up to the bottom of the dump, I thought 
this a remarkable example. The sense 
of locality must be singularly in abeyance 
in the case of Bonalds. 

That same evening, supper comfortably 
over, Joe Strong busy at work on a draw- 
ing of the dump and the opposite hills. 
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we were all out on the platform together, 
sitting there, under the tented heavens, 
with the same sense of privacy as if we 
had been cabined in a parlour, when the 
sound of brisk footsteps came mounting 
up the path. We pricked our ears at 
this, for the tread seemed lighter and 
firmer than was usual with our country 
neighbours, And presently, sure enough, 
two town gentlemen, with cigars and 
kid gloves, came debouching past the 
house. They looked in that place like a 
blasphemy. 

^^ Good evening," they said. For none 
of us had stirred; we aU sat stiff with 
wonder. 

" Good evening," I returned ; and then, 
to put them at their ease, " A stiff climb," 
I added. 

^^Yes," replied the leader; *^but we 
have to thank you for this path." 
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I did not like the man's tone. None 
of us liked it. He did not seem em- 
barrassed by the meeting, but threw us 
his remarks like favours, and strode 
magisterially by us towards the shaft and 
tunnel. 

Presently we heard his voice raised to 
his companion, " We drifted every sort 
of way, but couldn't strike the ledge." 
Then again : *^ It pinched out here." And 
once more : " Every miner that ever 
worked upon it says there's bound to be 
a ledge somewhere." 

These were the snatches of his talk 
that reached us, and they had a damn- 
ing significance. We, the lords of 
Silverado, had come face to face with our 
superior. It is the worst of all quaint 
and of all cheap ways of life that they 
bring us at last to the pinch of some 



212 THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS. 

humiliation. I liked well enough to be 
a squatter when there was none but 
Hanson by; before Konalds, I will 
own, I somewhat quailed. I hastened 
to do him fealty, said I gathered he 
was the Squattee, and apologized. He 
threatened me with ejection, in a manner 
grimly pleasant — more pleasant to him, 
I fancy, than to me ; and then he passed 
off into praises of the former state of 
Silverado. "It was the busiest little 
mining town you ever saw : " a popula- 
tion of between a thousand and fifteen 
hundred souls, the engine in full blast, 
the mill newly erected ; nothing going 
but champagne, and hope the order of 
the day. Ninety thousand dollars came 
out ; a hundred and forty thousand were 
put in, making a net loss of fifty thousand. 
The last days, I gathered, the days of 
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John Stanley, were not so bright ; the 
champagne had ceased to flow, the 
population was already moving elsewhere, 
and ■ Silverado had begun to wither in 
the branch before it was cut at the root. 
The last shot that was fired knocked over 
the stove chimney, and made that hole 
in the roof of our barrack, through which 
the sun was wont to visit slug-a-beds 
towards afternoon. A noisy last shot, to 
inaugurate the days of silence. 

Throughout this interview, my con- 
science was a good deal exercised; and 
1 was moved to throw myself on my 
knees and own the intended treachery. 
But then I had Hanson to consider. I 
was in much the same position as Old 
Kowley, that royal humourist, whom ** the 
rogue had taken into his confidence." 
And again, here was Eonalds on the 



214 THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS. 

spot. He must know the day of the 
month as well as Hanson and I. If a 
broad hint were necessary, he had the 
broadest in the world. For a large board 
had been nailed by the crown prince on 
the very front of our house, between the 
door and window, painted in cinnabar— 
the pigment of the country — with doggrel 
rhymes and contumelious pictures, and an- 
nouncing, in terms unnecessarily figura- 
tive, that the trick was already played, the 
claim already jumped, and Master Sam 
the legitimate successor of Mr. Ronalds. 
But no, nothing could save that man; 
quem deus vult perdere^ prius dementat. 
As he came so he went, and left his 
rights depending. 

Late at night, by Silverado reckoning, 
and after we were aU abed, Mrs, Hanson 
returned to give us the newest of her 
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news. It was like a scene in a ship's 
steerage : all of us abed in our different 
tiers, the single candle struggling with 
the darkness, and this plump, handsome 
woman, seated on an upturned valise 
beside the bunks, talking and showing 
her fine teeth, and laughing till the 
rafters rang. Any ship, to be sure, with 
a hundredth part as many holes in it as 
our barrack, must long ago have gone to 
her last port. Up to that time I had 
always imagined Mrs. Hanson's loquacity 
to be mere incontinence, that she said 
what was uppermost for the pleasure of 
speaking, and laughed and laughed again 
as a kind of musical accompaniment. 
But I now found there was an art in it. 
I found it less communicative than silence 
itself. I wished to know why Eonalds 
had come; how he had found his way 
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without Eufe ; and why, being on the 
spot, he had not refreshed his title. She 
talked interminably on, but her rephes 
were never answers. She fled under a 
cloud of words ; and when I had made 
sure that she was purposely eluding me, 
I dropped the subject in my turn, and 
let her rattle where she would. 

She had come to tell us that, instead 
of waiting for Tuesday, the claim was to 
be jumped on the morrow. How? If 
the time were not out, it was impossible. 
Why? If Eonalds had come and gone, 
and done nothing, there was the less 
cause for hurry. But again I could reach 
no satisfaction. The claim was to be 
jumped next morning, that was aU that 
she would condescend upon. 

And yet it was not jumped the next 
morning, nor yet the next, and a whole 
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week had come and gone before we heard 
more of this exploit. That day week, 
however, a day of great heat, Hanson, 
with a little roll of paper in his hand, 
and the eternal pipe alight; Breedlove, 
his large, dull friend, to act, I suppose, 
as witness ; Mrs. Hanson, in her Sunday 
best ; and all the children, from the oldest 
to the youngest ; — arrived in a procession, 
tailing one behind another up the path. 
Caliban was absent, but he had been 
chary of his friendly visits since the row ; 
and with that exception, the whole family 
was gathered together as for a marriage 
or a christening. Strong was sitting at 
work, in the shade of the dwarf madron as 
near the forge ; and they planted them- 
selves about him in a circle, one on a 
stone, another on the waggon rails, a 
third on a piece of plank. Gradually the 
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childen stole away up the canyon to 
where there was another chute, somewhat 
smaller than the one across the dump; 
and down this chute, for the rest of the 
afternoon, they poured one avalanche of 
stones after another, waking the echoes 
of the glen. Meantime we elders sat 
together on the platform, Hanson and his 
friend smoking in silence like Indian 
sachems, Mrs* Hanson rattling on as 
usual with an adroit volubiUty, saying 
nothing, but keeping the party at their 
ease like a courtly hostess. 

Not a word occurred about the business 
of the day. Once, twice, and thrice I 
tried to slide the subject in, but was 
discouraged by the stoic apathy of Rufe, 
and beaten down before the pouring 
verbiage of his wife. There is nothing 
of the Indian brave about me, and I 
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began to grill with impatience. At last, 
like a highway robber, I cornered Hanson, 
and bade him stand and deliver his busi- 
ness. Thereupon he gravely rose, as 
though to hint that this was not a proper 
place, nor the subject one suitable for 
squaws, and I, following his example, led 
him up the plank into our barrack. 
There he bestowed himself on a box, and 
unroUed his papers with fastidious de- 
liberation. There were two sheets of 
note-paper, and an old mining notice, 
dated May 30th, 1879, part print, part 
manuscript, and the latter much oblite- 
rated by the rains. It was by this 
identical piece of paper that the mine 
had been held last year. For thirteen 
months it had endured the weather and 
the change of seasons on a cairn behind 
the shoulder of the canyon ; and it was 
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now my business, spreading it before me 
on the table, and sitting on a valise, to 
copy its terms, with some necessary 
changes, twice over on the two sheets of 
note-paper. One was then to be placed 
on the same cairn — a "mound of rocks " 
the notice put it; and the other to be 
lodged for registration. 

Eufe watched me, silently smoking, till 
I came to the place for the locator's name 
at the end of the first copy ; and when I 
proposed that he should sign, I thought 
I saw a scare in his eye. " I don't think 
that'll be necessary," he said slowly; "just 
you write it down." Perhaps this mighty 
hunter, who was the most active member 
of the local school board, could not write. 
There would be nothing strange in that. 
The constable of Calistoga is, and has 
been for years, a bed-ridden man, and, if 
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I remember rightly, blind. He had more 
need of the emoluments than another, it 
was explained ; and it was easy for him to 
'* depytize," with a strong accent on the 
last. So friendly and so free are popular 
institutions. 

When I had done my scrivening, 
Hanson strolled out, and addressed Breed- 
love, " Will you step up here a bit ? " and 
after they had disappeared a little while 
into the chaparral and madrona thicket, 
they came back again, minus a notice, 
and the deed was done. The claim was 
jumped ; a tract of mountain-side, fifteen 
hundred feet long by six hundred wide, 
with all the earth's precious bowels, had 
passed from Ronalds to Hanson, and, in 
the passage, changed its namie from the 
*' Mammoth " to the ^' CaHstoga." I had 
tried to get Eufe to call it after his wife, 
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after himself, and after Garfield, the 
Republican Presidential candidate of the 
hour — since then elected, and, alas ! dead 
—but all was in vain. The claim had once 
been called the Calistoga before, and he 
seemed to feel safety in returning to that. 
And so the history of that mine became 
once more plunged in darkness, lit only 
by some monster pyrotechnical displays 
of gossip. And perhaps the most curious 
feature of the whole matter is this : that 
we should have dwelt in this quiet comer 
of the mountains, with not a dozen neigh- 
bours, and yet struggled all the while, 
Hke desperate swimmers, in this sea of 
falsities and contradictions. Wherever 
a man is, there will be a He. 
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I MUST try to convey some notion of our 
life, of how the days passed and what 
pleasure we took in them, of what there 
was to do and how we set about doing it, 
in our mountain hermitage. The house, 
after we had repaired the worst of the 
damages, and filled in some of the doors 
and windows with white cotton cloth, 
became a healthy and a pleasant dwelling- 
place, always airy and dry, and haunted 
by the outdoor perfumes of the glen. 
Within, it had the look of habitation, the 
human look. You had only to go into 
the third room, which we did not use, 
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and see its stones, its sifting earth, its 
tumbled litter; and then return to our 
lodging, with the beds made, the plates on 
the rack, the pail of bright water behind 
the door, the stove crackling in a comer, 
and perhaps the table roughly laid against 
a meal, — and man's order, the little clean 
spots that he creates to dwell in, were at 
once contrasted with the rich passivity of 
nature. And yet our house was every- 
where so wrecked and shattered, the air 
came and went so freely, the sun found so 
many portholes, the golden outdoor glow 
shone in so many open chinks, that we 
enjoyed, at the same time, some of the 
comforts of a roof and much of the gaiety 
and brightness of al fresco life. A single 
shower of rain, to be sure, and we should 
have been drowned out like mice. But 
ours was a Califomian summer, and an 
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earthquake was a far likelier accident 
than a shower of rain. 

Trustful in this fine weather, we kept 
the house for kitchen and bedroom, and 
used the platform as our summer parlour. 
The sense of privacy, as I have said 
aheady, was complete. We could look 
over the dump on miles of forest and 
rough hilltop; our eyes commanded 
some of Napa Valley, where the train 
ran, and the little country townships sat 
so close together along the line of the 
rail. But here there was no man to 
intrude. None but the Hansons were our 
visitors. Even they came but at long 
intervals, or twice daily, at a stated hour, 
with milk. So our days, as they were 
never interrupted, drew out to the greater 
length ; hour melted insensibly into hour ; 
the household duties, though they were 
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many, and some of them laborious, 
dwindled into mere islets of business in a 
sea of sunny day-time ; and it appears to 
me, looking back, as though the far 
greater part of our life at Silverado had 
been passed, propped upon an elbow, or 
seated on a plank, listening to the silence 
that there is among the hills. 

My work, it is true, was over early in 
the morning. I rose before any one else, 
lit the stove, put on the water to boil, and 
strolled forth upon the platform to wait 
till it was ready. Silverado would then 
be still in shadow, the sun shining on the 
mountain higher up. A clean smell of 
trees, a smeU of the earth at morning, 
hung in the air. Eegularly, every day, 
there was a single bird, not singing, but 
awkwardly chirruping among the green 
madronas, and the sound was cheerful. 
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natural, and stirring. It did not hold the 
attention, nor interrupt the thread of 
meditation, like a blackbird or a nightin- 
gale ; it was mere woodland prattle, of 
which the mind was conscious like a per- 
fume. The freshness of these morning 
seasons remained with me far on into the 
day. 

As soon as the kettle boiled, I made 
porridge and coflfee ; and that, beyond the 
literal drawing of water, and the prepara- 
tion of kindling, which it would be hyper- 
bolical to call the hewing of wood, ended 
my domestic duties for the day. Thence- 
forth my wife laboured single-handed in 
the palace, and I lay or wandered on the 
platform at my own sweet will. The 
little comer near the forge, where we 
found a refuge under the madronas from 
the unsparing early sun, is indeed con- 
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neoted in my mind with some nightmare 

encounters over Euclid, and the Latin 

Grammar. These were known as Sam's 

lessons. He was supposed to be the 

victim and the sufferer ; but here there 

must have been some misconception, for 

whereas I generally retired to bed after 

one of these engagements, he was no 

sooner set free than he dashed up to the 

Chinaman's house, where he had installed 

a printing press, that great element of 

civilization, and the sound of his labours 

would be faintly audible about the canyon 

half the day. 

To walk at all was a laborious business ; 

the foot sank and slid, the boots were cut 

to pieces, among sharp, uneven, rolling 

stones. When we crossed the platform in 

any direction, it was usual to lay a course, 

> 
following as much as possible the line 
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of waggon rails. Thus, if water were to 
be drawn, the water-carrier left the house 
along some tilting planks that we had 
laid down, and not laid down very well. 
These carried him to that great highroad, 
the railway ; and the railway served him 
as far as to the head of the shaft. But 
from thence to the spring and back again 
he made the best of his unaided way, 
staggering among the stones, and wading 
in low growth of the calcanthus, where 
the rattlesnakes lay hissing at his passage. 
Yet I liked to draw water. It was 
pleasant to dip the gray metal pail into 
the clean, colourless, cool water ; pleasant 
to carry it back, with the water lipping at 
the edge, and a broken sunbeam quivering 
in the midst. 

But the extreme roughness of the 
walking confined us in common practice 
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to the platform, and indeed to those parts 
of it that were most easily accessible along 
the line of rails. The rails came straight 
forward from the shaft, here and there 
overgrown with little green bushes, but 
still entire, and still carrying a truck, 
which it was Sam's delight to trundle to 
and fro by the hour with various ladings* 
About midway down the platform, the 
railroad trended to the right, leaving our 
house and coasting along the far side 
within a few yards of the madronas and 
the forge, and not far off the latter, ended 
in a sort of platform on the edge of the 
dump. There, in old days, the trucks 
were tipped, and their load sent thunder- 
ing down the chute. There, besides, was 
the only spot where we could approach the 
margin of the dump. Anywhere else, you 
took your life in your right hand when 
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you came within a yard and a haK to peer 
over. For at any moment the dump 
might begin to sKde and carry you down 
and bury you below its ruins. Indeed, 
the neighbourhood of an old mine is a 
place beset with dangers. For as still as 
Silverado was, at any moment the report 
of rotten wood might teU us that the plat- 
form had fallen into the shaft ; the dump 
might begin to pour into the road below ; 
or a wedge slip in the great upright seam, 
and hundreds of tons of mountain bury 
the scene of our encampment. 

I have already compared the dump to 
a rampart, buQt certainly by some rude 
people, and for prehistoric wars. It was 
likewise a frontier. All below was green 
and woodland, the tall pines soaring one 
above another, each with a firm outline 
and full spread of bough. All above was 
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arid, rocky, and bald. The great spout 
of broken mineral, that had dammed the 
canyon up, was a creature of man's 
handiwork, its material dug out with a 
pick and powder, and spread by the 
service of the trucks. But nature her- 
self, in that upper district, seemed to 
have had an eye to nothing besides 
mining ; and even the natural hill-side 
was all sUding gravel and precarious 
boulder. Close at the margin of the well 
leaves would decay to skeletons and 
mummies, which at length some stronger 
gust would carry clear of the canyon and 
scatter in the subjacent woods. Even 
moisture and decaying vegetable matter 
could not, with all nature's alchemy, 
concoct enough soil to nourish a few poor 
grasses. It is the same, they say, in the 
neighbourhood of all silver mines ; the 
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nature of that precious rook being stub- 
born with quartz and poisonous with 
cinnabar. Both were plenty in our 
Silverado. The stones sparkled white in 
the sunshine with quartz; they were all 
stained red with cinnabar. Here, doubt- 
less, came the Indians of yore to paint 
their faces for the war-path ; and cinnabar, 
if I remember rightly, was one of the few 
articles of Indian commerce. Now, Sam 
had it in his undisturbed possession, to 
pound down and slake, and paint his rude 
designs with. But to me it had always 
a fine flavour of poetry, compounded out 
of Indian story and Hawthornden's allu- 
sion: 

" Desire, alas 1 desire a Zeuxis new, 
From Indies bonowing gold, from Eastern skies 
Most bright cinoper . . ." 

Yet this is but half the picture ; our 
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Silverado platform has another side to it. 
Though there was no soil, and scarce a 
hlade of grass, yet out of these tumbled 
gravel -heaps and broken boulders, a 
flower garden bloomed as at home in a 
conservatory. Calcanthus crept, hke 
a hardy weed, all over our rough parlour, 
choking the railway, and pushing forth 
its rusty, aromatic cones from between 
two blocks of shattered mineral. Azaleas 
made a big snow-bed just above the 
well. The shoulder of the hill waved 
white with Mediterranean heath. In the 
crannies of the ledge and about the spurs 
of the tall pine, a red flowering stone- 
plant hung in clusters. Even the low, 
thorny chaparral was thick with pea- 
like blossom. Close at the foot of our 
path nutmegs prospered, delightful to the 
sight and smell. At sunrise, and again 
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late at niglit, the scent of the sweet bay 
trees filled the canyon, and the down- 
blowing night wind must have borne it 
hundreds of feet into the outer air. 

All this vegetation, to be sure, was 
stunted. The madrona was here no 
bigger than the manzanita ; the bay was 
but a stripling shrub ; the very pines, 
with four or five exceptions in all our 
upper canyon, were not so taU as myself, 
or but a little taller, and the most of 
them came lower than my waist. For 
a prosperous forest tree, we must look 
below, where the glen was crowded with 
green spires. But for flowers and ravish- 
ing perfume, we had none to envy : our 
heap of road-metal was thick with bloom, 
like a hawthorn in the front of June ; 
our red, baking angle in the mountain, 
a laboratory of poignant scents. It was 
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an endless wonder to my mind, as I 
dreamed about the platform, following 
the progress of the shadows, where the 
madrona with its leaves, the azalea and 
calcanthus with their blossoms, could 
find moisture to support such thick, wet, 
waxy growths, or the bay tree collect 
the ingredients of its perfume. But 
there they all grew together, healthy, 
happy, and happy-making, as though 
rooted in a fathom of black soil. 

Nor was it only vegetable life that 
prospered. We had, indeed, few birds, 
and none that had much of a voice or 
anything worthy to be called a song. 
My morning comrade had a thin chirp, 
unmusical and monotonous, but friendly 
and pleasant to hear. He had but one 
rival: a fellow with*"an ostentatious cry 
of near an octave descending, not one 
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note of which properly followed another. 
This is the only bird I ever knew with 
a wrong ear; but there was something 
enthralling about his performance. You 
listened and listened, thinking each time 
he must surely get it right ; but no-, it 
was always wrong, and always wrong the 
same way. Yet he seemed proud of his 
song, delivered it with execution and a 
manner of his own, and was charming to 
his mate. A very incorrect, incessant 
human whistler had thus a chance of 
knowing how his own music pleased the 
world. Two great birds — eagles, we 
thought — dwelt at the top of the canyon, 
among the crags that were printed on 
the sky. Now and again, but very rarely, 
they wheeled high over our heads in 
silence, or with a distant, dying scream ; 
and then, with a fresh impulse, winged 
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fleetly forward, dipped over a hilltop, and 
were gone. They seemed solemn and 
ancient things, sailing the blue air : 
perhaps oo-oeval with the mountain where 
they haunted, perhaps emigrants from 
Eome, where the glad legions may have 
shouted to behold them on the morn of 
battle. 

But if birds were rare, the place 
abounded with rattlesnakes — ^the rattle- 
snake's nest, it might have been named. 
Wherever we brushed among the bushes, 
our passage woke their angry buzz. One 
dwelt habitually in the wood-pile, and 
sometimes, when we came for firewood, 
thrust up his small head between two 
logs, and hissed at the intrusion. The 
rattle has a legendary credit; it is said 
to be awe-inspiring, and, once heard, to 
stamp itseK for ever in the memory. 



TOILS AND PLEASUBES.^ 241 

But the sound is not at all alarming; 
the hum of many insects, and the buzz 
of the wasp convince the ear of danger 
quite as readily. As a matter of fact, 
we lived for weeks in Silverado, coming 
and going, with rattles sprung on every 
side, and it never occurred to us to be 
afraid. I used to take sun-baths and do 
calisthenics in a certain pleasant nook 
among azalea and calcanthus, the rattles 
whizzing on every side like spinning- 
wheels, and the combined hiss or buzz 
rising louder and angrier at any sudden 
movement ; but I was never in the least 
impressed, nor ever attacked. It was 
only towards the end of our stay, that 
a man down at Calistoga, who was ex- 
patiating on the terrifying nature of the 
sound, gave me at last a very good 
imitation; and it burst on me at once 



242 THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS. 

that we dwelt in the very metropolis of 
deadly snakes, and that the rattle was 
simply the commonest noise in Silverado. 
Immediately on our return, we attacked 
the Hansons on the subject. They had 
formerly assured us that our canyon was 
favoured, like Ireland, with an entire 
immunity from poisonous reptiles; but, 
with the perfect inconsequence of the 

natural man, they were no sooner found 

* 

out than they went off at score in the 
contrary direction, and we were told 
that in no part of the world did rattle- 
snakes attain to such a monstrous bigness 
as among the warm, flower-dotted rocks 
of Silverado. This is a contribution 
rather to the natural history of the 
HansonSj than to that of snakes. 

One person, however, better served by 
his instinct, had known the rattle from 
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the first ; and that was Chuchu, the dog. 
No rational creature has ever led an 
existence more poisoned by terror than 
that dog's at Silverado. Every whiz of 
the rattle made him bound. His eyes 
rolled ; he trembled ; he would be often 
wet with sweat. One of our great 
mysteries was his terror of the mountain. 
A little away above our nook, the azaleas 
and almost all the vegetation ceased. 
Dwarf pines not big enough to be Christ- 
mas trees, grew thinly among loose stone 
and gravel scaurs. Here and there a big 
boulder sat quiescent on a knoll, having 
paused there till the next rain in his long 
slide down the mountain. There was 
here no ambuscade for the snakes, you 
could see clearly where you trod ; and yet 
the higher I went, the more abject and 
appealing became Chuchu's terror. He 
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was an excellent master of that composite 
language in which dogs communicate with 
men, and he would assure me, on his 
honour, that there was some peril on the 
mountain ; appeal to me, by all that I 
held holy, to turn back ; and at length, 
finding aU was in vain, and that I stiU 
persisted, ignorantly foolhardy, he would 
suddenly whip round and make a bee-line 
down the slope for Silverado, the gravel 
showering after him. What was he afraid 
of ? There were admittedly brown bears 
and California lions on the mountain ; 
and a grizzly visited Kufe's poultry yard 
not long before, to the unspeakable alarm 
of Caliban, who dashed out to chastise 
the intruder, and found himself, by moon- 
light, face to face with such a tartar. 
Something at least there must have been : 
some hairy, dangerous brute lodged per- 
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manently among the rooks a little to the 
north-west of Silverado, spending his 
summer thereabout, with wife and famHy. 
And there was, or there had been, 
another animal. Once, under the broad 
daylight, on that open stony hillside, 
where the baby pines were growing, 
scarcely tall enough to be a badge for 
a MacGregor's bonnet, I came suddenly 
upon his innocent body, lying mummified 
by the dry air and sun: a pigmy kangaroo. 
I am ingloriously ignorant of these sub- 
jects ; had never heard of such a beast ; 
thought myself face to face with some 
incomparable sport of nature ; and began 
to cherish hopes of immortality in science. 
Earely have I been conscious of a stranger 
thrill than when I raised that singular 
creature from the stones, dry as a board, 
his innocent heart long quiet, and all 
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warm with sunshine. His long hind legs 
were stiflF, his tiny forepaws clutched 
upon his breast, as if to leap ; his poor 
life cut short upon that mountain by 
some unknown accident. But the kan- 
garoo rat, it proved, was no such un- 
known animal; and my discovery was 
nothing. 

Crickets were not wanting. I thought 
I could make out exactly four of them, 
each with a corner of his own, who used 
to make night musical at Silverado. In 
the matter of voice, they far excelled the 
birds, and their ringing whistle sounded 
from rock to rock, calling and replying 
the same thing, as in a meaningless opera. 
Thus, children in full health and spirits 
shout together, to the dismay of neigh- 
bours ; and their idle, happy, deafening 
vociferations rise and fall, like the song of 
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the crickets. I used to sit at night on 
the platform, and wonder why these 
creatures were so happy ; and what was 
wrong with man that he also did not wind 
up his days with an hour or two of shout- 
ing; but I suspect that all long-lived 
animals are solemn. The dogs alone are 
hardly used by nature ; and it seems a 
manifest injustice for poor Chuchu to die 
in his teens, after a life so shadowed and 
troubled, continually shaken with alarm, 
and the tear of elegant sentiment perman- 
ently in his eye. 

There was another neighbour of ours 
at Silverado, small but very active, a 
destructive fellow. This was a black, 
ugly fly — a bore, the Hansons called him 
-who lived by hundreds in the boarding 
of our house. He entered by a round 
hole, more neatly pierced than a man 
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could do it with a gimlet, and he seems 
to have spent his life in cutting out the 
interior of the plank, but whether as a 
dwelling or a store-house, I could never 
find. When I used to lie in bed in the 
morning for a rest — ^we had no easy-chairs 
in Silverado — I would hear, hour after 
hour, the sharp cutting sound of his 
labours, and from time to time a dainty 
shower of sawdust would faU upon the 
blankets. There lives no more industrious 
creature than a bore. 

And now that I have named to the 
reader all our animals and insects without 
exception — only I find I have forgotten 
the flies — he will be able to appreciate 
the singular privacy and silence of our 
days. It was not only man who was 
excluded : animals, the song of birds, the 
lowing of cattle, the bleating of sheep, 
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clouds even, and the variations of the 
weather, were here also wanting ; and as, 
day after day, the sky was one dome of 
blue, and the pines below us stood 
motionless in the still air, so the hours 
themselves were marked out from each 
other only by the series of our own affairs, 
and the sun's great period as he ranged 
westward through the heavens. The two 
birds cackled a while in the early morn- 
ing; all day the water tinkled in the 
shaft, the bores ground sawdust in the 
planking of our crazy palace — ^infinitesimal 
sounds ; and it was only with the return 
of night that any change would fall on 
our surroundings, or the four crickets 
begin to flute together in the dark. 

Indeed, it would be hard to exaggerate 
the pleasure that we took in the approach 
of evening. Our day was not very long, but 
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it was very tiring. To trip along unsteady 
planks or wade among shifting stones, to 
go to and fro for water, to clamber down 
the glen to the Toll House after meat 
and letters, to cook, to make fires and 
beds, were all exhausting to the body. 
Life out of doors, besides, under the fierce 
eye of day, draws largely on the animal 
spirits. There are certain hours in the 
afternoon when a man, unless he is in 
strong health or enjoys a vacant mind, 
would rather creep into a cool comer of 
a house and sit upon the chairs of 
civilization. About that time, the sharp 
stones, the planks, the upturned boxes of 
Silverado, began to grow irksome to my 
body ; I set out on that hopeless, never- 
ending quest for a more comfortable pos- 
ture; I would be fevered and weary of 
the staring sun ; and just then he would 
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begin courteously to withdraw his counte- 
nance, the shadows lengthened, the aro- 
matic airs awoke, and an indescribable 
but happy change announced the coming 
of the night. 

The hours of evening, when we were 
once curtained in the friendly dark, 
sped lightly. Even as with the crickets, 
night brought to us a certain spirit of 
rejoicing. It was good to taste the air ; 
good to mark the dawning of the stars, 
as they increased their glittering com- 
pany; good, too, to gather stones, and 
send them crashing down the chute, 
a wave of light. It seemed, in some 
way, the reward and the fulfilment of the 
day. So it is when men dwell in the 
open air ; it is one of the simple pleasures 
that we lose by living cribbed and covered 
in a house, that, though the coming of 
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the day is still the most inspiriting, yet 
day's departure, also, and the return of 
night [^refresh, renew, and quiet us; and 
in the pastures of the dusk we stand, like 
cattle, exulting in the absence of the 
load. 

Our nights were never cold, and they 
were always still, but for one remarkable 
exception. Regularly, about nine o'clock, 
a warm wind sprang up, and blew for ten 
minutes, or maybe a quarter of an hour, 
right down the canyon, fanning it well 
out, airing it as a mother airs the night 
nursery before the children sleep. As far 
as I could judge, in the clear darkness 
of the night, this wind was purely local : 
perhaps dependant on the configuration 
of the glen. At least, it was very welcome 
to the hot and weary squatters; and if 
we were not abed already, the springing 
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up of this lilliputian valley-wind would 
often be our signal to retire. 

I was the last to go to bed, as I was 
still the first to rise. Many a night I 
have strolled about the platform, taking a 
bath of darkness before I slept. The rest 
would be in bed, and even from the forge 
I could hear them talking together from 
bunk to bunk. A single candle in the 
neck of a pint bottle was their only 
illumination; and yet the old cracked 
house seemed literally bursting with the 
light. It shone keen as a knife through 
all the vertical chinks ; it struck upward 
through the broken shingles ; and through 
the eastern door and window, it fell in a 
great splash upon the thicket and the 
overhanging rook. You would have said 
a conflagration, or at the least a roaring 
forge ; and behold, it was but a candle. 
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Or perhaps it was yet more strange to 
see the procession moving bedwards round 
the comer of the house, and up the plank 
that brought us to the bedroom door; 
under the immense spread of the starry 
heavens, down in a crevice of the giant 
mountain, these few human shapes, with 
their unshielded taper, made so dispro- 
portionate a figure in the eye and mind . 
But the more he is alone with nature, 
the greater man and his doings bulk in 
the consideration of his fellow-men. Miles 
and miles away upon the opposite hill- 
tops, if there were any hunter belated or 
any traveller who had lost his way, he 
must have stood, and watched and won- 
dered, from the time the candle issued 
from the door of the assayer s office till 
it had mounted the plank and disappeared 
again into the miners' dormitory. 
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Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gxl- 

BBRTand J. Maboney. 
Nkto and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 

^OBN GiLBBKT and J. Mahonby. 
e Dead SecMt. illttstrated by Sir 
JOHH GIX.BBRT. .. «. 

Queen of Hearte. lUostrated by Sir 

JOJVN GfLBBBTk , , 

My MIeeeliaiilea. With a Steel-plate 

Portrait of Wilxib Cdxxiiib. 
»The Woman in White. With lUns- 

tratioDS by Sir Jobk Gilbbkt and 
. F. A. Fbasbr. 
The Moonstone. With Illaatrations 

by G. Du MAURiBKand F. A. Frasbb. 
Man and Wife. lUnst by W. Small. 
Poop Miss Finch. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maubibb snd Edwabd 

HUGHBS. 

IfUss w Mrs. P With lUnstrations by 

S. L. FxLDBS and Hbnry Woods. 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 

G.Du Mauribr and C.S.Rbinrardt. 
The Ff»ozai Peep. lUustrated by 

G. Du Mauribb and J. Mahoney. 
The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 

by S. L. FiLDES and Sydhby Hall. 
The Two Destinies. ,„ 
The Haunted Hotel. lUnstrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
The Fallen Leavee. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Sclenee: A Story of the 

Present Time. 
-I Say No." 
The Evil Genius. 

Little Novels. Cr. 8vo, cL ex., St. 6d. 
Collins (Moptlmer), Novels by : 

Crown 8yo, cloth extra, Ss. €d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2S. each. 

Sweet Anne Page. I Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

A Fight with. Fortune. Post 8to, 
illttstrated boards, 2s. 



Collins (Mortimer k Frances), 

. Noveleby: 
Crown 8vp, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each* 

' Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play Me False. 

Post 8vo, illnatrated boards, 9l. each. 
Sweet and Twenty. | Franees. 



Collins (C. AHston).— The Bai» 

Sinister: A Story. .^ By C Ai.XjSTOh 
Collins. Post 8v o. illustrated 'bds..^. 

Colman's Humorous Works: 

"•Broad Grins,»' " My Nightgown and 
Slippers.»»and other Htunorons Works, 
. Prose and Poetical, of Gbobgb Col- 
mam. With Life by G. B. BucBSTONE, 
and Frontispiece bV Hogarth. Crown 
8vo cloth extra, gift, 7g. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Catherine 
R yan. Crown 8vo, 18. ; cloth, ls.6d. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by • 
Oemonology and OevH-Lore. Two 

Vols., royal 8vo. with 65 Ittusta., W. 
A Meeklao* of Stories. • Wostrated 

bv W. J. Hbnnesst. Square 8vo, 

cloth extra, ^ ^ ^ _, 

Pine and Palm : A Novel. Two Vols., 

crown 8vo. • 

Cook (Dutton), Works by : 

Crown 8to, cloth>extra, 6b. each« 
Hours with the Players. With a 

Steel Plate Frontispiece. ' 
Nights at the Play : A View of the 

English Stage. 

Lea: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. 

Paul Foster's Daughter, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88. 6a. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 



Copyright.— A Handbook of 

English and Foref^ Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
Sidney J BBROLD, of the Middle 
Temple, Ks(i., Barrister-at-Law. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d, ; 

Cornwall.-— PopularRomances 

of the West of England; or, The 

Drolls, Traditions, and Qtiperstitioas 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by RoBBRT Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
Gborgb Cruibsramb. .Ciown 8yo, 
cloth e^tra, 78. 6d* 

Craddock. — The Prophet of 

the Great SmoAcy Mountalne. By 
Charlbs EoBBBtr Cbaddocb. Post 
8Y0,illus. bds.,28 cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Creasy.— Memoh^ Of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Bdwabd Creasy, Author of "The 
Fifteen DecislYe Battles of the World.** 
Crown 6yo, doHi extra, gDt, with z] 
Portraits, Til M. 
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Cpulk8hank (George) : 

The Comro Almanack. Complete in 
Two Series -. The First from 1835 
to 1843 J the Second from 1844 to 
1853. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Thackeray, Hood, May- 
HEW, Albert Smith, A'Beckett. 
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000 
\\ oodcuts and Steel Engravings by 
Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 78. 6(1. each. 

The Life of George CPU (kehank. By 

Blanchard Ierrold, Author ol 
"The Life of Napoleon IH.," Ac. 
With 84 Illustrations. jNew and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Roblneon Crusoe. A beautiful re- 
production of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
by George Cruikshank, choicely 

frinted. Crown 8vo, doth extra. 
8.6d. 



Cuinmfng(C. F. Qordon),Work8 

by: 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numerous full-page Illus- 
trations. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. 

Via Qprnwall to Egypt, l^th a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Cussans.— Handbook of Hep. 

aldry; with instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSST, &c. By John E. Cussans. 
Entirely New and "Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6iL 

Cyples Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyples. Crown 

' Svo, Cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 28. 

Daniel Merrle England in 

the Olden Time. By George Daniel. 
With Illustrations oy R6bt. Cruik- 
shank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Daudet.— The Evangelist ; or, 

Port Salvation. Bv Alphonsb 
Daudet. Translated oy C Harry 
MELT2ER. With Portrait of the 
Autt)or. Crown 8vo, cloth eitra, 
38. 6d. i post 8vo, illust. boards, Ss. 



Davles (Dr. N. E.), Works by: 

Crown Svo, Is. each; cloth limn. 
18. 60. each. 
One Thousand Medical Maxims. 
Nursery Hints; A Mot her's Guide. 

Aids to Long Life. Crown Svo, 
cloth hmp, 2s. 6d. 



Davles' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
*° Jl'.^P Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart. D.D. Two Vols., 
crown Svo, c loth boards. 12». 

De Malstre — A JoJrTiey Round 

My Room. By Xavier de Maistrk. 
translated by Hem ry Att well. Post 
Svo. cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

De Mllle.— A Castle In Spain: 

A Novel. By James De Mille. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. bds.. ig, 

Derwent (LeIth), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. Sd. each; post 

Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

Dickens rCharles), Novels by : 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Sketches by Boz. I Nicholas NIokleby. 
Piokwick P apers. | Oliver Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 
X841-1870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Herme Shep- 
herd. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 68.— Also 
a Smaller Edition, in the May/air 
Library. Post Svo. cFoth lii&p, 2|. 6(1. 

About England with Dickens. By 
Alfrbd Rimm^. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. vandbrhoof, Alfred 
RiMifER, and others. Sq. Svo, cloth 
extra, IPs. 6d. ., 

Dictionaries : 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d.; hf-ibound, 9i. 

The Reader's Handbook of Allu- 
sions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. £. C. Brewer, 
LL.D. With an Appendix^ contain- 
ing a Complete English Bibliography^ 
Eleventh Thousand. Crown Svo, 
1,400 pages, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
Authore and their Works, with the 
Dates. Being the Appendices to 
"The Reader's Handbook." sepa- 
rately printed. By the Revi Dr. 
Brewbr. Crown Svo, cloth liinp, 28 
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DlderKit.— The Paradox of Act- 
ing. T"'"'i"^V'"p^^°e"s"'M; 

Dob^n"{W. T."), Wof ka by = 

Post Svo. doOi limp. a. ™. e»cb 
Lltnwv FHvrtltHi.,F«nclM, ToIMm, 
and Frollofc .^, 

55jii[n. — MemoMeo of ouc 
QMBt To-n«.! ''','J'gJ''^bi„ ""i 

OramaTA DTStionary of the. 

AnmlcB. from tho Eatlieil to Iha Pre- 
„nl Times. By W. Davbkport 
""Maer's'HwdbSolT'l Crown !yo. 
hal t-bound, m. W. U« prip^'atv- 

Dramatiato, ThoOld. Cr, Bvo. 

H Bi ViKnetlaPortraiU.ei.perVol. 
Bin Jon«on'» Works. With NoWs 

mphicid'Memoi/by Wm. Gii'i'nRD. 

ldit.byCoI.C««Ni»OHA«. 3 Vols. 
Chapman's Works. Compl; 



KtBd'posTns. TbrM \^!i. 
inaV* (Sir Philip) Complal* 



eJ^Smbe. — ^epnyrua : 



Eggloston.— Roxy: ANovel. Bjr 

ItwAiiD EonLESToi.. PoBtBvo.iUa«. 
boards, a . ^^_^ 

Emanuel,— On Diamonds and 

«c|au>StDn*s:theiiHisloiT,Viilnii, 
id Properties i with Simple ■f ests for 
cenaininKtheit Reality. By H*«aT 
UAKuei,, F.R.G.S. With, numerous 
luBtrationa, tinted and plum. Crown 
■o, cloth eitra. niU. 6». 



aliotu.wilh IntroduotoiyEssay 
; SwiHsunNi; Vol.lll.,Tr»ns- 
I of ibe Iliad and Odyssey. I 



Ewald (Alex. Charlea, F.feA.), 

Th^'uit* iiixi Time, of PHnM 
Charles Stuurt Count of Albuy, 
commonlT called the Voung Pts- 
lender. Piom Ibe Sute Pipers and 
other Sources. New and Choapu 

Storlee from the State f>B|>v«. 

Witb an Autoiype Facimille. Crawa 

Studl'ee Re-studled : Historical 

Skeicbei from Original Sootms. 
Demy Sto, cloih eid*. 1^ 
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£yes, OuP: How to Preserve 

Them from Infancy to Old Age. Bv 
John Brownimo, F.R.A.S., &c. Sixtn 
Edition (Eleventh Thousand). With 
58 Illust rations. Crown 8vo, cloth, Ig. 

FaipTio1t.~Tobacco : Its His- 

tory and Associations; with an Ac* 
count of the Plant and its Manu* 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Faik- 
HOLT, F.S.A. With upwards of xoo 
Illustrations by the Author. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 

FamUlar Short Sayings of 

Great Men. By Samubl Arthur 
Bbnt, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised 
and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth 
ex tra, 7». 6a. 

Faraday (Michael), Worl<s by : 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4b. 6d. each. 
Th0 Chemical History of a Candle: 

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 

Audience at the Royal Institution. 

Edited by William Crookbs, F.CS. 

With numerous Illustrations. 
On the Various Forces of Nature, 

and their Relations to each other : 

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 

Audience at the Royal Institution. 

Edited by William Crookbs, F.CS. 

With numerous Illustrations . 

Farrer (James Anson), Works 

by: 
Military Manners and Customs. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 
War: Three Essays, Reprinted from 

** Military Manners." Crown 8vo, 
^ Is. ; cloth, I s. 6d. 

FIn-Beo. — The Cupboard 

Papers : Observations on the Art oi 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bbc. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Flreworl<8, TheConnpiete Art 

of Making; or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
067 Illustrations. A New Edition, Re- 
vised throughout and greatly Enlarged. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 8 s. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by: 

The Recreations of a Literary Man; 
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charlbs Lamb. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

A Day'e Tour: A Journey through 
France and Belgium. With Sketches 
in facsimile of the Original Draw- 
ings. Crown 4to, picture cover, Is. 



F1TZOBRAL.D (Pbrcy), continued-' 
Fatal Zero : A Homburg Diary. Cr. 
8vo, clo th extra. 8s. 6d. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street 
The Lady o f Brantome. _ 

Fletcher's (^les, B.D.) Com- 

plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth. 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds., 8s. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy Lucre : A 

Novel. Bv Albany db Fonblamqub. 
Post 8vo, il lustrated boards, 2s. 

FiranoiTloh (R".~E".j, 'Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illust boards, 28. each. 
One by One. I A Real Queen. 
Queen CophetuaJ 

Olympla. Post 8vo, illust boards, 2s. 
Esther's Glove. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 

Frederic. — Seth's Brother's 

Wife: A Novel. By Harold Fredbric. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo. (Immediately, 

French Literature, History of 

Bv Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 7s. 6cL each . 

Frere.— Pandurang Harl j or. 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartlb Frbrb, G.C.S.I., &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d»; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Friswell.— Oneof Two: ANovel. 

By Hain Friswell. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 
The Lives of the CorUurers. 
The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide 

to the London Charities. 1887-8. 
Showing their Name, Date of Founda* 
tion,Objects,Income,OfiBcials,&c. Pub- 
lished Ann ually. Cr. 8vo, cloth. Is. Cd. 

Gardening Books: 

Post 8vo, Is. each ; cl. limp, IS. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work In Garden and Green- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Gahlen. 
By Gborgb Glbmny. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jbrrold. 



to 
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Robin Qpay. 
What will the 

World Say P 
in Honour Bound. 
Queen of the 

Meadow. 
The Flower of the 

Forest. 



Gardbking Books, continued — j 

Post 8vo, iB. each ; cl. limp, 18. 6d. each. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jamb 
Jbrrold. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jbrrold. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. ByF.G. Heath. Crown 8vo» 
cloth extra, 68. ; gilt edges, 6s. 

Garrett. — TheCapel Girls: A 

Novel. By Edward Garrett. Cr.8vo, 
cL ex ., 8b. 6tL ; pos t 8vo, illust. bds., 2b. 

Gentleman's Magazine (The). 

One Shilling Monthly. In addition to 
the Articles upon subjects in Liters- 
ture, Science, and Art. for which this 
Magazine has so high a reputation, 
"Science Notes," by W. Mattibu 
WiLLiAMS,F.R.A.S.,and 'Table Talk," 
by Sylvan us Urban, appear monthly. 

*»* Now ready t the Volume /or January 
to JuNB, Z887, cloth extrat price 8b. 6d.; 
Cases for bindings 28. each. 

Gentleman's Annual (The) for 

1887. Consisting of one entire Novel, 
entitled The Golden Hoop : An After- 
Marriage Interlude. By T.W. Speight, 
Author of **The Mysteries of Heron 
Dyke." Demy 8vo, picture cover, Is. 
jNo v. 10. 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers GRiifif, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
Gborgb Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, flB. 6d. ; gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sf. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 



Braee of Yarrow. 
A Heapt'e Prob- 
lem. 
TheQoldenShaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
For Lack of Gold. 
For the King. | In Pastures Green. 
In Love and War. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Hearrs Delight. [Preparing, 

Gilbert (William), Novels by: 

Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
'^Dp. Austin's Guests. 
' ' The Wliard Of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Coetermonger. 



Gilbert (W. 8.), Original Play* 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. 

The First Sbries contains — The 
Wicked World— Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 
Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains — ^Bro- 
ken Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — DanTDruce— Tom Cobb — 
H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— The 
Pirates of Penzance. 

Eight Original Comic Operas. Writ* 
ten by W. S. Gilbert. Containing : 
The Sorcerer— H. M.S. "Pinafore" 
— ^The Pirates of Penzance — lolanthe 
— Patience — Princess Ida — The 
Mikado— Trial by Jury. Demy 8voj 
cloth limp, 28. 6a. 

Glenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By Gborgb 
Glbnmy. Post 8vo. 18.; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Godwin.— Lives of the Necro- 
mancers. By William Godwin. 
Post 8vo. limp. 28. 

Golden Library, Tiie: 

Square i6mo (Tauchnitz sizeX Cloth 
limp, SIb. per Volume. 

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the 
Echo Club 

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett's (Dr.) Songs fop Sailors. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

.Godwin's (WHIIam) Lives of tha 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break* 
fast Table. Introduction by Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddltlea. Com* 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc- 
cupations of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete' in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale for a 
Chimney Comer, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 

EdMUKD 0LLI9R. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur:. The Stories of King 
A^hur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Momt- 

OOMERIE RaKKINO, 
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Gou>«if Ubbarv-, The, coHtiMM€d-^ 
Square i6mo, 28. per Volume. 

Pucars Ppovfnoiai Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
ductionand Notes.byT.M'CaiE.D.D, 

Pope's Poetloal Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Rsflsotlons. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Sainte-Bkuvb. 

St. Plerro's Pmil and Virginia, and 
Th« liMllan Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

Qolden Tpeasupy of Thought, 

Tho: An Bnctclopaoia of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, doth 
gilt and gilt edges, 7>. 6d. 

Graham The Ppofesaor's 

WHti ; A.Story.*By Lbonari> Grabam. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 1b, 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNER. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuEPFBR. 545 niusts. New and 
Cheaper Edit., demy 8vo, cl. ex., 7b. Od. 

Greenaway (Kate) and Bret 
Harte.— The Queen of the Pirate 
Isle. By Bret Harte. With 25 
original Drawings by Kate Green- 
away, Reproduced in Colours by E. 
Evans. Sm. 4 to , bds., 5a. 

Greenwood (James),Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, St. 6d. each. 
The Wilds of London. 
Low-Life Deeps: An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be Foun d There. 

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, ftu 

Quyot.— The Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassi2, Pierce, and Gray; 
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 4s. 6d. 

Habberton (John), Author of 
" Helen's Babies," Novels by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each ; 
doth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Brueton's Bayou. 

Country Luck. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. t 
flHcyq. PrOwn 8vo, Ip,; cloth, |l. 90* 



Hake (Dr. Thomat Gordon), 

Poema by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. each* 
New Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4^0, doth 
extra. 88. 

Hall — Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C HALt. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8vo. 
cloth extra, gilt, 78. 60. 

Halllday.— Every-day Papers. 

By Andrew Hallxoay. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over xoo Facsimiles and Sx- 

glanatory Text. By Don Felix de 
ALAMANCA. PoSt 8vO, Cl. lUUp, 28.81. 

Hanky. Panky: A Collection of 
Very BasyTrick8,Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 200 
lUusts. Crown 8vo, doth extra,48. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady Duffus).-— Paul 

Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust 
boards, 2a. 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd.'* With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, SB. 6d. ; poet 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Harwood. — The Tenth Earl. 

By J. Berwick Harwood. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover. Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
Coloured Frontispiece and Illusts.68. 

The Art of Decoration. Square Bvo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, 108, 6d. 

Chauoer for Children: A Gdden 
Kev. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woedcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 68. 

Chaucer for Schools. Pemy SvOi 

«i9tt» iwp, 88. oat . / 



n 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Hawei8(Rev. H. R.).— American 

Humorists. Including Washington 
Irtxno, Olivkk Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Aktbmus 
WAKD,MAitE TwAiM,and Bret Harte. 
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6i. 

Hawthorne(Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, Sb. each. 
Qarth. I Sebastian 8ti*ome. 

Ellloe Quentln. | Dust. 
Prince Saponl's Wife. 
Foptune' e Foci. | Beatrix Randolph. 
Crown 8vo, doth extra, Sf. Od. each. 
Miss Cadogna. 
Love— or a Name. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8vo, illnstrated cover, ll. 



Hays Women of ttie Day : A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

Heath (F. G.). — My Gar*den 

wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis George Heath, Author of 
" The Fern World,** &c. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 5s. ; cl. gil gilt ftdgea. 6g. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Post 8vo^ cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Animals and their Masters. 
Soolal Preesure. 

Ivan de BIron : A NoveL Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 8s. 6d.; post 8vo, illns- 
trated boards, 28. 



Herman.— One Traveller Re 

turns : A Romance. By Henry Her- 
man andD. Christie Murray. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6b. [Preparing* 

Herriok's (Robert) Hesperides, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial*Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 188. 

Hesse -Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst von), Worlcs by : 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo^ 
cloth extra, 3s. Sd. 

The New South-West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With 100 fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy 8vq, cloth extra, 
148. lln preparation, 



Herbert.~The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, irith 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 8L 

HIndley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extn, 88. 8d. each. 

Tavern Aneodotes and Savings : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Remimscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee HouseSk Clubs, ftc 
With Illustrations. 

Ths Life and Advsntures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

Hoey The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With Frontis- 
piece by P. Macmab. Post 8vo, illns- 
trated boards, 88. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by : 

The Autocrat of the Brealdkst* 
Table. Illnstrated by ]. Gordoh 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
88. 6d.— Another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A* 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, a. 

The Profisssor at the Brealcflsat- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 

_ 8vo, clothlimp, 28. 

Holmes. — The Science of 
Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holues, M.D. With Illns- 
trations. Crown 8vo, 18. ; cloth, li. dd. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream oi the 
Comic Annuals. With Life ef the 
Author. Portrait, and ^soo Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 8d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original lUus- 
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hood (Tom), Works by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole: 
A Noah's Arkaological Narrative. 
With as Illustrations by W. Brun- 
TON and E. C. Barnes. Square 
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 68. 

A Golden Heart: A Novel. Po8t8vo^ 
illustrat ed board s, 88. 

Hook's (Theodoref Choice Hu. 

morous Works, including his Lndt* 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Pnns and 
Hoaxes. With a New LiJFe of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, gilt, 78.^ 

Hooper.--The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. George Ho<{fB«, 
I Post 8vQ, Ulnstr^ted boards. 9b. 



CHATTO 6- WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 



>3 



Hopkins—" Twixt Love and 

Duty : " A'Novel. By Tighb Hopkins. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; post 8vo 
iUustrated boards, 2S. 

Home.— Orion : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Richard PIbn- 
GisT Horns. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
MSRS. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cl oth extra, 78. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered: Being a His- 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain. By Geo. Howbli* 
M.P. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7g. 6d. 

Hunt (MPS. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Thorn Icroft's Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 
• That other Person. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Comer, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Gluer. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hydrophobia: an Account of M. 
Pasteur's System. Containinp; a 
Translation of all his Communications 
on the Subject, the Technique of his 
Method, and the latest Statistical 
Results. By Rbnaud Suzor, M.B., 
CM. Edin., and M.D. Paris, Commis- 
sioned by the Government of the 
Colony of Mauritius to study M. 
Pasteur's new Treatment in Paris. 
With 7 lUustfatlons. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 6s. 

Indoor Paupers. By One op 

Them. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jean Ingblow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited bv A. Per- 
ceval Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. 

Ipving — Tales of a Traveller. 

By Washington Irving. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 

Janvier.— Practical Keramlcs 

for Students. By Catherine A« 
Janvier. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 6i. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. eaph* 
The Dark Colleen. 

The Que$n Of Connaught 



JefTeries (Richard), Works byi 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88* each. 
The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Alp. 

Nature near London. Crowa 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68.; post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Jennings (H. J.}, Works by: 

Curiosities of Critlolsm. PostSro, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 
Sketch. With a Photograph-Por- 
trait Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by: 

Post 8vo, 18. each ; doth, l8. 6d. each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 

about Flowers. Illustrated. 
Our Kitcher> Garden: The Plants 

we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Collected and 
Edited by Henry S. Leigh. PostSvo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

FInger-RIng Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
eluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred Illus- 
trations. 

Jensen's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv William 
GiFFORD. Edited by Colond Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo» 
cloth extra, 188. ; or separately, 68. each, 

JosephuSfTheCompleteWorka 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
Tews'^and "The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 5a Illustrations 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 148. 

Kempt — Pencil and Palette: 

Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robert 
Kempt. Post 8vo, dotb limp, Sg. M. 
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Xerstiaw. — Colonial Facts and 

Fictions: Humorous Sketches. By 
Mark Kershaw. Post 8vo, iUostrated 
boards, 2g. ; cloth, 28. <d. 

King (R. Ashe), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8b. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2l. each. 
A Drawn Game. | 

"The Wearing of the Green." 

KIngsley (Henry), Novels by : 

Oakshott Castle. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Number Seventeen. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 38. Bd^ 

Knight.— The Patient's Vade 

Mecum: How to get most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. By William 
Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward 
Kmight, L.R.C.P. Crown Svo, 18.; 
cloth. Is 6d. 

Lamb(oharlcs): 

Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 
ginal Editions, with many Pieces 
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shephkro. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on 
Roast Pig." Cr.8vo,cl.extra, 78. 6d. 

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post Svo, cloth extra, 28. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus. By Charles Lamb. Care- 
fully reprinted from unique copies. 
Small Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Chara<> 
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected 
from his Letters by Percy Fitz- 
GBRALD. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lane's Arabian Nights, &c.: 

The Thousand and One Nights: 
commonly called, in England, " Thb 
Arabian Nights' Entertain- 
ments." A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lane. Illustrated 
by many hundred Engravings on 
Wood, from Original Designs by 
Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nei)hew, Edward 
Stanley Poole. With a Preface by 
Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols., 
demy Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

Arabian Society In the Middle Ages: 
Studies from "The Thousand and 
One Nights." By Edward William 
Lanb, Author of "The Modern 
Egyptians," &c. Edited bv Stanley 
Lans-Poolk. Cr.Svo, cloth extr». 68. 



Lares and Penates; or. The 

Background of Life. By Florence 
Caddy. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 68. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The story of the London Parfcs. 
With Illustrations. Crown Svo, Qloth 
extra, 38. 6d^ 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. &L eacb. 
Forensic Anecdotes. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. 



Life In London ; or. The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik- 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown Svo. cloth extra. 
78. 6d. 

LInsklll.— In Exchange for a 

Soul. By Mary Linskill, Author of 
"The Haven Under the Hill," &c 
Three Vols., crown Svo. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by: 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. Sd. each. 
Witch Stories. ^ ,^ 

The True Story of Joshua Davidson 
Ourselves ; Essays on Wo men. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. each ; post 
Svo, Uustrated boards, 28. each. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Leam DundM. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
" My Love I " | lone. 

Longfellow: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. Sd. each. 

Longfellow's Complete Prose WoHca. 
Including "Outre Mer," " Hyper^ 
km" " Kavanagh," " The Poets and 
Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood.** 
With Portrait and Illustrations by 
Valentine Bromlby. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illus- 
trati ons on Steel and Wood. 

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. E. 
Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown Svo, 28. ; 
cloth litnp, 2s. 6d . 

Lucy. — Gideon Fleyce: A NoveL 

By Henry W. Lugy. Crown Svo, 
cl. ex., 38. 6d.; post Svo. illnst. bds., 28. 

Luslad (The) of Cannoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff. 
Demy Svo, with Fourteen full-^ag« 
I Plates, cloth boards, 188. 
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MaLcalpine. — Teresa Itasca, 

and other Stories. By Avbry Mac- 
ALPXNB. Crown 8vO| bound in canvas, 
Si.6d. 

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.)iWopks 

by:. 
A HIstopy of Oup Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each.'— Also a Popular Edition, in 
Fotir Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6s. each. 
—And a Jubilkb Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 
1886, complete in Two Vols., square 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

A ShOPt History of Oup Own Times. 
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 
each. [Vol. I. now ready. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Watepdale Nelghboura, 

A Fair Saxon. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season 

Maid of Athens. 

Gam lota: A Girl with a Fortunes 

Post 8to, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Unley Roohford. 

My Enem y's Daughter. 

"The Right Honourable:" A Ro- 
mance of Society and Politic?. By 
Justin McCarthy, M.P., and Mrs. 
CampbblL'Praeo. New and Cheaper 
Edition, cro wn 8vo, cloth extra, 6y. 

McCarthy (Justin H., IVI.P.), 

Works by: 
An Outline of the History of Ireland, 

from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 
Ireland since the Union: Sketches 

of Irish History from 1798 to x886. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
The Case for Home Rule. Crown 

8vo,' cloth extra, fis. 
England under QIadstone, 1880-85. 

Second Edition, revised. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Doom! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 

8vo, 18. ; cloth, U. 6d. 
Oup Sensation Novel. Edited by 

Justin H. McCarthy, Crown 8vo, 

ii.; cloth, Is. 6d. 
Hftflz In London. Choicely printed. 

Smali 8vo, gold cloth, Ss. 6(L 



l^acDonald.— Works of Fancy 

and Imagination. By George Mac- 
DONALD, LL.D. Ten Volumes, in 
handsome cloth case, 2l8. Vol. i. 
Within and Without. The Hidden 
Life.— Vol. 2. The Disciple. Th« 
Gospel Women. A Book of Sonnets, 
Organ Songs,— Vol. 3. Violik Songs. 
Songs of the Days and Nights. 
A Book OF Dreams. Roadside Poems. 
Poems for Children. Vol. 4. Para- 
bles. Ballads. Scotch Songs. — 
Vols. 5 and 6. Phantastes : A Faerie 
Romance.— Vol. 7. The Portent.— 
Vol. 8. The Light Princess. The 
Giant's Heart. Shadows.— Vol. 9, 
Cross Purposes. The Golden Key. 
The Carasoyn. Little Daylight.— 
Vol. 10. The Cruel Painter. The 
Wowo' Rivven. The Castle. The 
Broken Swords. The Gray Wolf. 
Uncle Cornelius. 

The Volumes are also sold separately 
in Grolier-pattern clothe 23. 6d. each. 

Macdonell.^Quaker Cousins: 

A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo. illustrated boards, 28. 

Macgregop. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robert Macgrsoor. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6 d. 

Mackay.— Interludes and Un- 
dertones ; or. Music at Twilight. By 
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8yo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

IVIacilse Portpait-Galiery (The) 

of illustplous LItepary Characters; 
with Memoirs— Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal— illus- 
trative of the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Bates, B.A. With 8s Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown 
8 vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by: 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d. each. 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Pictures and Legends from Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous lUusts. by Thomas R. Macquoid 

About Yorkshire. With 67 Iliustm- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid . 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. Sd. each. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations byT. R. Macquoid. 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrati ons by T. R. Macquoid. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories, 

Lost Rose. 
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Magician's Own Book fThe): 

Perfonnancet with Capa and BallsL 
Eggs, Hats. Handkerchiefs, ftc. All 
from actnai Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Crbmsr. Withsoo Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4i. 6d. 

Magio Lantern (The), and its 

Management: including full Prac- 
tical Directions for producing the 
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and 
vrepanng Lantern Slides. By T. C. 
Hbpworth. With xo Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, ll. ; cloth, H. 8d. 

Magna ChartcL An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Mosenm, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by s feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblasoned in Gold and Colours. St, 

Matlock (W. H.), Works by : 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an Enelish Country 
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 2a. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or. Posi- 
tivism on an Island, jpost 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2l. 6d. 

Poeme. Small 4to, In parchment, 88. 

le Life worth Living P Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6i. 

Maliopy's (Sir Thomas) Moi*t 

d'Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur 

• end of the Kni^ts of the Round Table. 

Edited by B. Montoomkrib Ramkimg. 

Poet 8vo, cloth limp, Zm, 

Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Worfce of Mark Twain. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the AuthOT. With Life, Portrait, and 
nnmerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

The Innooente Abroad ; or. The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac* 
coont of the Steamship " Quaker 
City's" Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
934 lUustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7l. 6d. — Cheap Edition (under 
the title of" Mark Twain's Plbasurb 
Taxp "),post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 

Roughing It, and The Innooente at 
Home. With soo Illustrations by F. 
A. Fkassk. Cr. 8v^ d. ex., 7s. 6d. 

The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain 
and Charles Dudley Warnbr, 
With sia Illustrations by T. Coppin 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

The Adventuree of Tom Sawyer 
With zzz Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extnu 78. 6d.— Cheap Edition] 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Prinoe and the Pauper. With 
nearly 000 Illustratioot. Crown Svo^ 
eloth extra, 7f. 6d. 



Mark Twain's Works,'cw«»m««*— 

A Tramp Abroad With 314 lUMtn. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d.— Cheap 
Edition, post 8vo, illust. bds., li. 

The Stolen White Elephant, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6f. i post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2f. 

Life on the MIeeieelppl. Vflih abont 
300 Original Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, clotn extra, 7l. 6d.--Cheap Edi- 
tion, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

The Adventuree of Huokieberry 
Finn. With 174 Illnstrattans bv 
E. W. Kbmblb. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7i. 6d.— Cheap Edition, post 
8vo, illustrated boards, Sa. 

Mark Twain'e Library of Humour. 
With numerous Illnstrationa. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d. \^PrepariHg, 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introductions, by Col. Cum- 
NiNGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ai.6d. eaeh; 
I>ost 8vo^ illustrated boards. Si. each. 
Open ! Se eame! \ Writte n In Fire. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2l. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Gate. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air. 

Masslngep's Plays. From the 
Text of William Gifford. Edited 
bv Col. CUNNINGHAIf. Crowtt Svo, 

_dfoth e xtra, 6t. 

MsBterman. — Half a Dozen 

Daughters: A Novel. By J. Mastbr- 
MAN. Post 8vo, illustrated Doards, Sb. 

Matthews.— A Secret of the 

Sea, &o. By Brandrr Matthews. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. ; cloth, 
2g.8d. 

Mayfair Library, The: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2f. 6d. per Volnme. 
A Journey Round My Room. By 

Xavibr db Maistrb. Translated 

by Hbnry Attwbll. 
Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 

W. Davbnport Adams. 
The Agony Column of "The TImee," 

from x8oo to J870. Edited, with an 

Introducdon, by Alicb Clay. 
Melancholy Anatomised : A Popular 

Abridgment of " Burton's Anatomy 

of Melancholy." 
Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 

Brillat-Savarin . 
The Speeches of Charles Dfekene. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, FolMee* 

and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 
Poetioai ingenuities and Eccentrlol- 

tiee. Sdected and Edited by W.T. 

D0B8ON. 



CHATTO 6- WmnVS, PICCADILLY. 



^9 



llATFAXft Library. conttHued^ 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. per Vol. 

Ttie Cupboard Papers. By Fim-Bec. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Skriss. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pvgmalion and 
Galatea— Charity — The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretcken— Dairl Dmce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer 
—The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songa of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Collectadaiid Edited by A. Pbrcbval 
Gravbs. 

Animals and thsir Masters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Hblts, 

Curiosities of Critlolsm. By Hbmrt 

J. jBNNIlfGS. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfisst-Table 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac^ 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. 

Forensic Ane<»iotes; or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men ot 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Hbnrt S. 
Leigh. 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 
By E. Lynn Linton. 

Witoh Stories. By B. Lynn Linton, 

Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 
E. Lynn Limton. 

Pastimes and Players. By Robert 
Macgrboor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Mallock. 

New Republic. By W. H. Mallock. 

Puek on Pegasus. By H.Cholmondb- 
lby-Pbnnbll. 

I^gasus Re-Saddled. By H. Chol* 
mondblby-Pbnnbll. Illustrated by 
Gborgb Du Mauribr. 

Musee of Mayfklr. Edited by H. 
Cholmondble y-Pbnn ell. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 
H. A. Page. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 

More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 
Rowley. 

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 
Don Felix db Salamanca. 

By Stream and Sea. By William 
Senior. 

Old Stories Re*told. By Walter 
Thornbury. 

Leavee ft*om a Naturalist's Note- 
Book. By Dr. Amorbw Wilson. 



Mayhew.— London Charaotera 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo 
cloth extra, 88. 6d. 

Medicine, Family. — One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. £. Davies, 
L.RC.P. Lond. Cr. Svo. Is. ; cK. Is. 6d. 

Merry Cirole (The) : A Book of 

New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bbllew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 4fl. 6d. 

Mexican Mustang (On a), 

through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Alex. £. Sweet and 
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of " Texas 
Siftings." With 265 Illusts. Cr. Svo, 
cloth extra, 7i. fid. 

MiddlemaBS (Jean), Novels by 

Post Svo, illustrated boards. 2l. each. 
Touch and Qo. j Mr.Porllllon. 

Miiler. — Physiology for tlie 

Young: or^ The House of Life: Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Heauth. For 
Classes and Popular Reading. With 
numerous Illusts. By Mrs. F. Fenwick 
Miller. Small Svo. cloth limp. 2s. 6d. 

M i itoh (d. L.), Works by : 

Sm. Svo, If. each ; cloth ex., Is. 6d. eiach. 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 
Set ot Rules for the Management of 
the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, 
Wines. Soaps, Baths, &c. 

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 

The Laws of Life, and then: Relation 
to Diseases of the Skin. 

Moleswortii (Mrs.)-— leather- 

court Rectory. By Mrs. Moles- 
woRTH, Author of "The Cuckoo 
Clock," &c. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 48. 6d. 

Monorieff. — Tiie Abdication; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncriepf. 
With Seven Etchings by John PettiEi 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. 
MacWhirter, a. R. a., Colin Hunter, 
A.RA., R. MACBBTH,A.R.A.,andT0M 
Graham, R.S.A. Large 4to, bound in 
buckram, 2lB. ^___ 

Murray (D. Cliristie),- Novels 

by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra. 3l. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards. Sto. each. 
A Life's Atonement. I A Model Fathei* 
Joseph's Coat. | Coals of Fira. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
Val Strange. | Hearts. 
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MuKKAT (D. C). caniinued^ 
Crown 8vo,cIotB extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. each« 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

Firet Pepson Singular. 

Cynio Fo rtune. 

Olcl BlazeKe Hero. With Three Illus- 

tcatioDS by A. McCormxck. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

One Traveller Returne. By D. 

Christie Murray and Hbhry Kbr- 

MAM. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6a. [Dfc, i. 

North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 

CoMYNS Carr. Illust. by RAirDoz.PH 
Caldecott. Sq . 8vo, d. ex.. 78. 6d. 

NoveiiatB.— Half-Hours with 
the Best Novellets of the Century : 
ChoiceReadings from the finest Novels. 
Edited, with Critical and Biographical 
Notes, by H. T. Mackenzie Bell. 
Crown 8vo, cl. ex., 38. 6d. [Preparing, 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 
Guide in Health and Disease. By N. B. 
Davie8,L.R.C.P. Cr.8vo. l8. ; cL, l8.6d« 

O'Connor. — LordBeaconsflelcl: 

ABiographv. ByT. P. O'Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Pre£fics, 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. 



cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Crown 8vo, 



O'Hanlon. — The Unforeseen: 

A Novel. By Alice O'Hanlon. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Ollphant (Mrs.) Novels by : 

Whlteladlee. With Illustrations by 
Arthur Hopkins and H. Woods. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6<L; 
post 8v o, illustrated boa rds, 28. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4b. 6d. each. 

The Primrose Path. 

The Greatest Helreae In England. 

0'Keilly.--^PhGQbe'8 Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

O'Shaughnessy (A.), Works by : 

Songe of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 

extrsg 7a. 64. 
Musle e^d Moonlight, Fcap. 8vo, 

clom extra, 78. 6d« 
Laye of Fri^nce. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.,108. 6d« 

Ouida, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra. 68. each ; post 8vo, illns- 
trated boards, Is. each. 



Held In Bondaiige 
Strath more. 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flage. 
Ce'oH Caetle- 

malne'e Qage. 
idalla 



Trlcotrlrti 

Puck. 

Foile Farlne. 

TwoLlttleWooden 

Shoes. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Paeearel. 



OuiDA, continued-- 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5b. each: post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. eacn. 
SIgna. 1 Ariadne, 
in a Winter City. 
Friendship. 
iVIoths. I BImbl. 
Pipistrello. 
In Maremma. 



A Village Com- 
mune. 
Wanda. 

Frescoee. [Ine. 
Prinoese Naprax- 
Othmar. 



Wisdom. Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of Quida by F. 
Sydney Morris. Sin.cr.8vo,cl.ex.,S8. 

Page (H. A.), Works by : 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study. 
With Portrait. Post8ve,c].Iiinp,28.6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex- 
ander^ B.A. Edited by H. A. Pads. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Animal Aneodotee. Airaaged on a 
N ew Principle. Cr . 8ve , cl. extra, 5 a. 

Parliamentary Elections and 

Electioneering In the Old Days (A 
Hiatopy of). Showing the State of 
Political Parties and Party Warfare at 
the Hustings and in the House of 
Commons from the Stuarts to Queen 
Victoria. Illustrated from the original 
Political Squibs, Lampoons, Pictorial 
Satires, and Popular Caricatures of 
the Time. By Joseph Grego, Author 
of **RowIanason and his Works," 
" The Life of Gillray," &c. A New 
Edition, crown 8vo, clcth extra, with 
Coloured Frontispiece and loo lUus* 
trations, 78. 6 fl. [Preparing, 

Pascal's Provincial LettersTA 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Csix, 
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum : 

How to get most Benefit from Medical 
Advice. By W. Knight, M.R.CS., and 
E. K ni ght, L.R.CP. Cr.8vo, l8.;cl. 1/6. 

Paul Ferroil: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each, 
Paul Ferrolt : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferrolt Killed his Wife. 

Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sb. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Loet Sir Massbigberd. 

The Beet of Husbands. 

Walter'e Word. 

Lees Blaok than we're Painted 

By Proxy. | High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 

For Caeh Only. | From Exilo 

The Canon'a Ward. 

The Talk of the Town. 

Q low-worm Tales. ISkortly, 
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Patn (Jambs)* eonHHuet^ 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, IL each. 
Kit: A Memory. | Carlyon's Y««p. 
A Perfect TrecMure. 
Bantlnok's Tutop.i Murphy's Mastar. 
What He Cost Her. 
Fallen Fortunes. I Halvee. 
A County Family. | At Her Mtpoy. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
CeoH's Tryst. 
The ClyfTards of ClyfTis. 
Tha Family Scapegrace. 
The Foster Brothers.] Found Dead. 
Gwendoline's Harvest. 
Humorous Stories. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Marina Residence. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Mirk Abbey. | Not Wooed, but Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 

In Peril and Privation : Stories of 
Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book 
for Boys. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6f. 

Holiday TcMks : Being Essays written 
in Vacation Time. Crown 8vO} 
cloth extra, 6». 

Paul.— Gentle and Simple. By 

Maroarbt Agnbs Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Hblbn Patbrson. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2b. 

Pears. — The Present Depres- 
sion In Trade : Its Causes and Reme- 
dies. Being the " Pears" Prize Essays 
(of One Hundred Guineas). By Edwin 
GoADBY and William Watt. With 
an Introductory Paper by Prof. Lbonb 
Lbvi, F.S.A., y.S.S. Demy 8vo. Is. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeiey), 

Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

Pegasus Re*Saddled. With Ten full- 
page lUnsts. by G. Du Mauribr. 

The Muses of Mayfalr. Vers de 
Social, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pbwwbll. 

Pheipe (E. Stuart), Works by: 

Post 8vo, li. each ; cL limp. Is. 6d. each. 
Beyond the Gates. By the Author 

of'The Gates Ajar." 
An Old Maid's Paradise. 
Burglars in Paradise. 

Jack the Fisherman. With Twenty- 
two Illustrations by C. W. Rbbd. 
Cr. 8vo, picture coyer, Is. ; cL Is. 6d. 

Pirkis (Mrs. C. L.), Novels by: 
Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo, 

picture cover, li. 
Lady Lovelace. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 21. iiPr^panng, 



Planohd (J. R.), Works liy» 

The Pureulvant of Arma ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and soo Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7f4 6d. 

Songs and Poeme, from 1819 to zIBto. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by h»s 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Cro^n 
8vo, cloth extra. 61. 

Plutaroh's Lives of Illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Gveek, 
with Notes Critical and Historioal;«nd 
a Life of Plutarch, by Jomr and 

WlI.LlAli LANGHOBItB. TwO Vols., , 

8vo, cloth extra^ with Portraits, Mi. 6d. 

Poe (Edgar Allan) :^ 

The Choloe Works, in Prose knd 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Pob. With 
an Introductory Essay by Crarlbs 
Baudblairb, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7t. 6d. 

The Mystery of MaHe Roget. and 
other Stories. Post 8vo, illust.bas.,Si. 



Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 

plete in One Vol. Post 8vo. cl. limp, 2l. 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell-).— "The 

Right Honourable:" A Romance of 
Society and Politics. By Mrs. Camp- 
bbll-Prakd and Justin McCarthy, 
M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Price (E. C), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d..sach; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Valentine. 1 The Forelgnere* 

Mrs. Lan caster's Rival . 

Gerald. Post 8vo, illust. boards* SH. 

Princess Oiga—Radna; or. The 

Great Conspiracy of i86x. By the 
Princess Olga. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 81'. 

Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by : 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Ulnsts. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4i. 6d. 

Easy star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 

Familiar Science Studies. Crowa 
8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d. 

Saturn and its System. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lOl. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6f. 

Mysteriee of Time and Spade. With 
lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 71. 6d. 

The, Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Sd. 

Wages and Wants pf Scienoa 
WorkorVi Crowp ^yo, ^. Qd« 
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Rabelais' Works. Faithfallv 

Translated from the French, witn 
▼ariomm Notes, and namenras charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustavb 
Doai. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7i. 6d. 

Ram bosson.— Popular Astro. 

nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate of 
the Institute of France. Translated by 
C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt, 
numerous Illnsts., and a beautifully 
ene cnted Chart of Spectra, In. 6<L 

Reads (Charles), Novels by : 

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, niustrated,8f.6d. 

each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., Si. each. 
Peg Wofllnfton. Illustrated by S. L. 

FiLDSS, A.R.A. 
Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by 

WlX,LIAIC Sm AXX. 

It Is Never Too LAte to Mend. Il- 
lustrated by G. J. PiNWBZX. 

The Course of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by Hblbm 
Patbrson. 

The Autobiography of a Thief ; Jack 
of all Trades; and James Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellbn Edwards. 

The Double Merrlage. Illust. by Sir 
John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Kebne. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charles Kbenb. 

Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson. 

Qrifnth Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLDES, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. Illust. by Du Maurier. 

Put Yourself In Hie Place. Illus- 
trated by Robert Barnes. 

A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 
by Edw. Hughes and A. W. Cooper. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 
H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A., 
C. Green, and H. Woods, A.R. A. 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Katb 
Crauford. [Couldert. 

A Woman-Hater. Illust. by Thos. 

SIngleheart and Ooubleface: A 
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated 
by P. Macnab. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. Abbey, 
Pbkcy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash. 

The Jilt, and other Stories. Illustrated 
by JosBPH Nash. 

Readlana. With a Steel-plate Portrait 
of Charles Rbadb. 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, Refsrences, Plots, and 
stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Fifth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Biblioorapht. 
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7f. 6d. 



Red Spider: A Romance. By 

the Author of '*John HerrinR/* &c« 
Cr. 8vo, cloth ex t ra. 81. 6d. jShortly, 

Rice (Portrait of James). — 

Specially etched by Daniel A. Wkhr- 
scHMiDT for the New Library Edition 
of Besamt and Rice's Novels. A few 
Proofs before Letters have been taken 
on Japanese paper, sise xs^xioin. 
Price PS. each. 

Riohardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 
jAMiN WARD Richardson, M.D., Ae. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fli. 

RIddeii (IVIrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3l.M. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, li. each. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
The Prince of Wales's Qarden Party 

Weird S tories. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Sl each. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Fairy Water. 
The Mystery In Palace Qardene. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by: 

Squsre Svo, cloth fi^ilt, l(lB.6d. each. 
Our Did CountryTowne. With over 

so Illustrations. 
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 

With 50 Illustrations. 
About England with Dickens. With 

58 Illustrations by Ai.frbd RiMMra 

andC. A. Vandbrhoof. 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 
reproduction of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates hj 
George Cruiksh ank, choicely printeo. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6tt. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each | 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each. 

Women are Strange. 

The Hands of Justice. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
The Poets' Birds. 
The Poets' BecMts. 
The Poets and Nature: Reptiles, 
_ Fish es and Insects. jPreparing , 

Rociiefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, sod 
an Introductory Essay by Saints- 
Beuvb. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Ifc 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Nmmandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. Z066-7. With the 
principal AnQ» emblasoned in Gbld 
andColQurs. Handsomely printed,^ 



-.1 



CHATTO & WINDVS, PICCADILLY. 



21 I 



Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, Si. 6d. each. 
Punlana: Riddles and Jokes. With 

numerous Illrstrations. 
Mors Punlana Pr ofusely Illustrated. 

Runciman (Jam&s), Stories by : 

Post 8vo, illustratetl boards, 2s. each ; 

cloth limp, 2i. 6d each. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmalgn's Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 

Russell (W. Clank). Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Oil each ; post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Round the Qai ley-Fire. 
On the Fo'k'8!e Head 
In the Middle Watch. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each, 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book f or the Hammo ck 

The Frozen Pirate, the New Serial 
Novel by W. Clark Russell, Author 
of "The Wreck of the Grosvenor,'* 
began in *' Belgravia " for July, and 
will be continued till January next. 
One Shilling, Monthly. Illustrated. 



8aia.-~*Qa8llght and Daylight. 

By Gborgb Augustus Sala. Post 
Svo, illustrated boards^ 2». 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Famil/ (1688 to 1847). Edited 
byHEWRvSAMSON; Cr.8vo,cl.ex.8 l.6d. 

Saunders (Jolin), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, doth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Bound to the Wheel 

Quy Waterman. (Lion In the Path. 

The T wo Dreamers. 

One Against the World. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each; 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Joan Merryweather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

The High Mills. 

Heart Sa lvage. | Sebas tian. 

Gideon's Rock. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 88. 6d> 

Science Qossip: An Illustrated 
Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. £. 
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo- 




68. per year, post free. Vols. 'I', to 
XI v. may be had at 78. 6d. each ; and 
Vols. XV. to XXII. (1886), at fi8. each. 
Qf^e^ for 9iod|n^, }«. ^ e^ch. 



"Secret Out" Series, The: 

Cr. Svo, cl.ex.. Illusts., 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or *' White 
Magic." By W.H.Crbuer. sooUlusts. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks,Puz2!les, 
and Charades 6^ Frank Bbllbw. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic 
Sleight of Hand. Edited b^r wTh. 
Crsmbr. With 20O Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Clara Bbllbw. Many Illusts. 

Magician's Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats. 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Crb- 
MER. aoo Illustrations. 

Senior.— By Stream and Sta. 

By W. Senior. Post Svo.cl.limp, 28.6d 

Seven Sagas (Tiie) of Prehis- 
toric Man. By Jambs H. Stodda-rt, 
Author of " The Village Life." Crown 
Svo, cloth extra. 68. 

Siialcespeare : 

The First Folio Shakeapeara^Ma, 
William Shakespeare's Comedies. 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
accordingto the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Ed. Blount. 1623.— A Repro* 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process— ensurmg the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small Svo, 
half-Roxburgbe, 78. 6d. 

TheLansdowne Shakespeare. Bean- 
tifullv printed in red and blaclL in 
small but very clear type, with 
engraved facsimile of DROESROtJT's 
Portrait. Post Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Crarlbs 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. MoYR Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 68. 

The Handbook of Shakespeara 
Music. Beinp; an Account of 330 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffb. 
4to, half-Roxburgbe, 78. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Algbx- 
MON Charles Swihbukns. Crown 
8vo« oloth extTHi 8l. 
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Shelley The CompleteWorks 

in Verse and Prose of Percy Byeehe 
Shelley. Edited, Prefaced and Anno- 
tated by Richard Hkrmb Shbprbrd. 
Five Vols., crown 8to, cloth boards, 
8l. 6d. each. 

Boetloal Works, In Three Vols. 

VoM. Ab Introductioo tnr the Editor rThe 
Posthtimous Fragments of Mafgaret Nichol- 
son ; SheUey's Correspondence with Stock- 
dale ; The WAnd«iiii& jew (the only oomplete 
version) ; Queea Mab, with the Notes ; 
ALutor, and other Poems; Rosalind and 
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, Ac 

Vol. II. Laon and Cythna (as originally pub- 
lished* instead of the emasculated "ReTolt 
o< Islam") : Th« Cend ; luhan and Maddalo 
(from Shelley's manuscript); Swellfoot the 
Tjrrant (from the copy in the Dyce Library 
at Sooth Kentliwton) : The Witch of Atlas ; 
Epip^chidion; HeDas. 

Vol. Ill, Poathnadot FoeoMk pabOslied by 

Mrs. Shbllby in itai and 1839; The Masque 

of Anarchy (from Shelley's manuscript) ; and 

other Pieces not broiq^ht together in the erdi- 

- aary editions. 

Prose Works, in Two Vols. 

Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastroazl and 
St Inryne; the Dublin and Marlow Pam« 
phlets ; A Refutation of Deirm ; Letters to 
Leiffh Hun^ and some Minor Writings and 
Fragments. 

Vol II. The Essays; Letters f^om Abroad ; 
Translations and Fragments, Edited by Mrs. 
Shelley, and first published in 1840. with 
the additioii of some Minor Pieces of great 
interest and rarity, indudirg one recently 
disc oTered by Professor DOWDEN. With a 
BibHngraphy c£ Shelley, and an exhaustive 
Index of the Prose Works. 

*«* Also a LARGB-PArtER Edition, to 
be had in Sets only, at 628. 6d« for 
the Five Volumes. 

Sheridan :-^ 

Sheridan's Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, fta With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with zo full- 
pa^e Tinted Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals, 
and The School for Scandal. 
Editea, with an Introduction and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio- 

g-aphical Sketch of Sheridan, by 
RANDER Matthews. With Decora- 
tive Vignettes and 10 full-page lUusts. 
Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 128. 6d. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poatloal Works, including all those in 
" Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Notes, &C., by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Tnree Vols., 
crowp 8vo, clo^h board?, )8|. 



Signboards : Their History. ! 

With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 
Jacob Larwood and John Camdxk 
HoTTBM. Crown 8vo, cloth extn, 
with 100 Illustrations, 7a. 6d. 

Sims (George R.), Works by : 

How ths Poor Live. With 60 lUnsts. 
by Frb d. Barwarp. I^r ge 4to, iB. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each ; 

cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
The RIntf o' Bells. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. - 

Sister Dora : A Biography. By 

Margaret Lonsdalb. Popular Edi- 
tion, Revised, with additional Chap- 
ter, a New Dedication and PrefJace, 
and Four Illustrations. Sq. 8vo, pic- 
tore cover, 4d. ; cloth, fld. 

Sketchley.— A Match in the 

Dark. ByARTHURSKBTCRZ.BY. Post 
8vo, illu strate d boards, 28. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extr a, gilt, 68. 6 d. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 

The Prince of Argolls : A Story of the 
Old Greek Fairv Time. Small 8vo, 
cloth extra, with 130 Illusts., Ss. 6d. 

Tales of Old Thule. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth gilt, 88. 

The Wooing of ±he Water WItoh: 
A Northern Oddity. With numerona 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, dk. ex.. <8 . 

Society in London. By A 
Foreign Rbsideitt. Crown 8vo, li. ; 
cloth. Is. 6d. 

Society In Paris: The Upper 

Ten Thousand. By Count PaulVash.!. 
Trans, by Raphael Ledos db Bbau- 
FORT. Cr. 8vo. cl. ex.. 6b. \ Preparing. 

Spalding.-tlizabethan Demon- 

olo^ : An Essay in Illustration of the 
Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by Them. By T. 
A. SPALniNG. LL.B. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 5 s. 

Spanish Legendary Tales. By 

Mrs. S. G. C. MiDDLEMORB, Author of 
" Round a Posada Fire." Crown 8vo, ^ 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Speight (T. W.), Novels by: ^ 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyko. 
With a Frontispiece by M. ElLbn 
Edwards. Crown 8vq, cloth extra, 
88. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 28. 

A Barren Title. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cl., Is.Sd. 

Wife or No Wlfe.^ Cr. 8vo, picture 
cover, la. ; doth. Is. 6d« 

Th9 QoId«n H09p. pemy 8vo, Is. 
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ftfiianset* for Children. By M. 

H. TowKT. with lUastrations bv 
WAXrTBie J. MoKGAM. CrowD 4to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 61. 

Starting in Life : Hints lor 
Parents on the Choice of a Profession 
for their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post^vo, 11. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice 

of Chess; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, fig. 

Stedman (E. C), Works by : 

VIotopian Poets. Thirteenth Edition, 
revised and enlarged. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 9s. 

The Poets of America. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 9g. 

Sterndale.— TlieAfglian Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert Arm ITAGE Stern- 
PAX.B. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 
Qvo, illastrated boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Lou is), Works by : 

Travels with a Donkey In the 
Cevennes. Sixth Ed. Frontispiece by 
W. Crane. Post 8vo, d. limp, 28. 6a. 

An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 
W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. .6a. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 

Second Edit. Crown 8vo, cl. ex., 68. 

Mew Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 
cl. extra, 68. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

The Silverado Squatters. With 
Frontispiece. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
Cheap Edition, post 8vo, picture 
cover, l8. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Prince Otto: A Romance. Fourth 
Bditicm. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Th9 Merry Men^ uid other Tales and 

Fables. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 68. 
Underwoods : Poems. Post8vo,cI.ex.6s. 

Memories and Portraits. Fcap. 8vo, 
buckram extra, 68. 

Virginibus Puerlsque, and other 
Papers. A New Edition, Revised. 
^Fcap. 8to, buckram extra, 68. 

_ - - -- - -^ — — — -^ ■ — — - — ■ ■ ■ — - I , 

8t. John A Levantine Family. 

By Baylb St. John. Post Ivo, illus- 
trtited boards, Sta. 

Stoddard.— Summer Cruising 

In the South Seas.. . By Charles 
" Warren $toddard. Illust. by Wallis 
Mackay, Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 88. 6<1. 



Stories from Foreign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writincs. Bpr Helen and Alice Zim- 
mern. Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, SB. 6d. ; post 8vo, illusLbds., 28. 

St. Pierre Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. By Ber- 
NARDiN St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by Rev. E. Clarke. Post 8vo, cl. Ip., 28. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England ; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations,' 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c.» 
from the Earliest Period to the Present 
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited 
by Wu.HoNB. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78.6d. 

Suburban Homes (Tlie> of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Kotes on their Rental, Rates, ana 
House- Accommodation. With M£ipof 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,78.6d. 

Swifts Clioice Worlds, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in tne 
Original Edition of " Gulliver's 
Travels." Cr. Bvo, cloth extra, 78. 6 d. 

Swinburne (Algernon C.), 

Works by: 
Selections from the Poetical Works 

of Algernon Charles Swinburne. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra. 68. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 68. 
Chastetard. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 78. 
Poems and Ballads First Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 9b. Cr, 8vo, same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 88. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo,l8j 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr.Svo, 108.6d. 
Bothweil: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo.12s.6d. 
GeorgeChapman :AnBssay.Cr.8vo,78. 
Songs of Two Nations, Cr. 8vo, 68. 
Essays and Studies; Crown 8vo, 128. 
Erechtheua: A Tragedy. Cr.Svo, 68. 
Note of an English Republican on 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, Is. 
Note on Charlotte Bronte.Cr.8vo,6s. 
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. Svo, Ss. 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr.Svo, 68. 
Studies in Song. Crown Svo, 78. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. Svo, 88. 
Tristram of Lyonesse, and other 
' Poems. Crown Svo, 98. 
A Century of R'oundeis. Small ^to' 88. 
A Midsummer Hoildely, and other 

Poems. Crown Svo, 78. . 
Marino Faliero: ATragedy. Ct.8vo,68. 
A Study of Vtotor Hugo. . Cr.-Svo, 6r. 
. Miscellanies. Crown Svo, 128. 
Locrlhe : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6to. 
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Symondd.— Wine, Women, and 

Sonf: MeduBval Latin Students' 
SoDKS. Now first translated into Eng- 
lish Verse, with Essay hy J. Addimgton 
Stmowps. Small 8vo. parchment^ 6l. 

Syntax's (Dp.) Three Toura : 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole ctf Rowland- 
soh's drollpage Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTEM. Med. 8vo, cloth extra, 1%, 6d. 

Taine'8 History of Engiish 

Literature. Translated by HsNay 
Van Lauh. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 80b. — Popular Edition, 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15e. 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Eoho Club: Burlesques of 
Modem Writer^ Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., FrL.S.), Worl<8 

tef. Crown 8vo, cloth ex., 78. 6d. each. 

The Sagacity and Morality of 
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
ColouredFrontispiece and loo Illust. 

Our Comnrion BHtiah Foaalls. and 
Where to Find Them : A Handbook 
for Stude nts. With I'M Illustrations. 

The Playtime Naturalist : A Book for 
every Home. With about 300 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

[Preparing, 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas: ^' Clancarty,*' "Jeanne 
Dare." " Twixt Axe and Crown/' " The 
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwrighfs Wife," 
"Anne Boleyn/* " Plot and Pas.«5ion." 
One Vol., cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
%* The Plays may also be had sepa- 
lately, at l8. each. 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra- 

phical Sketch. By H. J. Jxmnimgs. 
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, fk. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 

dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makepeace 
Thackeray, depicting Humorous 
Incidents an his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his everir-day reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8f. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Creaelda. | Proud Malele. 

The VIollnPlayep. 

Thomas (M.).~A Fight for Life : 
A Novel. By W. Moy Thomas. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 



Thomson's Seasons and Castid 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Klxjm 
Cunningham, and over ^ o fine Illustia- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges. 78. 6d. 

Thorn bury (Walter), Works by 

Haunted London. Edited by En- 
WARD Walford, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Life and Copreepondenee of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With ni^merous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7i. Sd. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Talee for the Marlnee. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards , 28. 

Timbs (John), Worl<s by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

The History of Clube and Club Lifs 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelriea, 
and Taverns. With many Illusts. 

Englleh Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tr lei ties: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folk, Men of 
■ Letters, &c. W/th nearly 50 Illusts . 

Trollops (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, ftk each. 

The Way We Live Now. 

Kept in the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

The La nd-Leaguers. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Qolden Lion of Granpere. 
JohnCaidigate. | American Senator 

Troliope( Frances E.),Novelsby 

Crown 8vo, clotli extra, 38. 6d. each; 
post 8vo. illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 

Mabel'e Prog r ess. ( A nne Furn ese. 

Troiiope(T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
T. Adolphus Trollops. Post 8vo^ 
illustrate d boards, 28. 

Trowbridge.— Farneil's Folly: 

A Novel. By T. T. Trowbkidob. Post 
_8vo, illustrat ed boa rds, 28. 

turgenieff. — Stories fhom 

Foreign Novelists. By Ivam Turgb. 
NiEFF, and others. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 
38. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28b 
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Tytler (C. O. Fraaer-). — Mis- 

tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C, 
FraseR'Tytlbr. Cr. 8vo, clota extra, 
3l. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 

Tytlep (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6(1. each ; 
post Svo, illastrated boards, 28. each* 
Vrhat She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Lady BelL 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 
CItoyenne Jacqueline. Illastrated 

by A. B. Houghton. 
The Huguenot Family. With lUnsts. 
Buried D iamonds. 

Disappeared. With Six Illustrations 
by P. Macnab. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Literature. By H. Van LAu^r Three 
Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds ., 78. Sd . each. 

VillarL— A Double Bond: A 

Story. By Linda Villari, Fcap. 
Svo, picture cover, l8. 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.),Work8 by : 

The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &c., of more than 12000, dis- 
tinguished Heads of Families, their 
Heirs Apparent or Piesumptive, the 
Offices they hold or bave held, their 
Town and Country A idresses, Clubs, 
&c. Twenty>seventh Annual Edi- 
tion, for Z887, cloth gilt, fiOB. 

The Shilling Peerage (1887). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, la. 
Published annually. 

The Shilling Baronetage (1887). 
Containing an Alphabetical List of 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, &c. ssmo, 
cloth, l8. 

The Shilling Knightage (1887). Con- 

.taining an Alphalctical List of the 

Knights of tne United Kingdom, 

short Biographical Notices, Dates of 

Creation, Addres8es,&c 32mo,cl.,l8. 

The Shilling House of Commona 
(1887). Containing a List of all the 
Members of Parliament, their Town 
and Country Addresses, &c. New 
Edition, embodying the results of 
the recent General Election, szmo, 
cloth, 18. Published annually. 



Walford's (Edw.) Works, continued-^ 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet* 

age, Knightage, and House of 

Commons (1887). In One Volume, 

royal 3a mo, cloth extra, g ilt edges, te. 

Haunted London. By Waltbk 
Thornburv. Edited by Edward 
Walporo, M.A. With Illustrations 
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton '8 Complete 

Angler; or, The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
6z Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown Svo, cloth antiq ue, 78. 6d. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. 

Selected and edited, with' an Intro- 
duction, by William M. Rosssttl A 
New Edition, with a Steel Plate Per- 
trait. Crown Svo, printed on hand- 
made paper and bound in buckram , 68. 

Wanderer's Library, The : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Wanderings In Patagonia; or. Life 
among the Ostrich-Hunters. By 
Julius Bberbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Boyle. 

Savage Life. By Frederick Boylk. 

Merrle England In the Olden Time. 
By George Daniel. With Illustra- 
tions by RoBT. Cruikshank. 

Circus Life and CIrous Celebrities. 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Cor\Jurers. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low- Life Deepe. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 
James Greenwood. 

The Wilds of London. By Jambs 
Greenwood. 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hesse-War- 
TBGG. With 2a Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlby. 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Remmiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, Ac. 
By Charles Hindley. With Illnsts. 

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P, 
Kingston. With a Frontispiece. 
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Wavdbrbr's Library, The, conttHned^ 

The Story of the London Parke 
By Jacob Larwood. With Illnsts. 

London Chareotere. By Henry May- 
hew. Illustrated. 

Seven Qeneratlone of Exeeutlonere: 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1688 
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson. 

Summer Cruleing In the South 
Seas. By C. Warren Stoddard. 
Illustrated by Wallis Mackay. 

Warner.— A Roundabout Jour- 

ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of ** My Summer in a Garden." 
Crown Svo, cloth extra. 6i. 

Warrants, Ac.:— 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 

exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nmc 
Signatures, and correspondinijf Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original. 22 in. by 14 in. Price 28. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scote.* An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
SeaL Beautifully printed on paper 

■ to imitate the Original MS. Price 8b. 

Ma^aOharta. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
teet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 68. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 58. _^ 

Wayfarer, The : Journal of the 
Society of Cyclists. Published Quar- 
terly. Price Is. Number I., for Octo- 
ber j8$, Number II., for Jakuary 
1887, and Nnmber III., for May, are 
now ready. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocket Spectroscope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met. 
Soc, &C. With xo Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, 18. ; cloth, l8^6d. 

Westropp Handbook of Pot- 

tery and Porcelain : or, History of 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By HoDDER M, Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown Svo. cloth limp, to. 6d« 

Whist — how to Play Soio 

Whiet: Its Method and Principles 
Explained, and its Practice Demon- 
strated, with Illustrative Specimen 
Hands, and a Revised and Augmented 
Code of Laws. By Abraham S. Wilks 
and Charles F. Pardon. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 64 l^hortly. 



Whl8tler'8(Mp.) ••Ten o'Oiock.* 

Uniform with his ** Whistler e. Raslcm : 
Art and Art Critic*." Cr.0vo,l8. [SfufrUy. 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.R.A.8.), 

Works by: 
Science Notee. See the Gemtlbmah's 

Magazine, li. Monthly. 
Science In Short Chapters. Crown 

Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat Crowa 

Svo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 28. Cd. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
S vo, cloth extra, 6 8. ____^ 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 

Works by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popalar 
History of Darwinian and AlUed 
Theories of Development, srd ed. 
Cr. Svo, cl. ex.,with 259 Illusts., 78. 6d. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note* 
book. Post Svo, cloth limp, S8. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical Third Edit., with New Pre- 
face. Cr. Svo. cl. ex., with Illusts., 6S. 

Studies In Life and Sense. With 
numerous Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl. ex., Sb. 

Common Aqoldents, and How tp 
Treat them. By Dr. Andrew Wil- 
son and others. With numerous Il- 
lusts. Cr. Svo, l8. ; cl. lim p, l8. fid. 

Winter (J. 8.), Stories by: 

Cavalry Life. PostSvo, illust.bds.,lB. 
Regimental Legende. Cr. Svo, cL ex., 
88. 6d. ; pb st Svo, illnst bds,, 28 . 

Women of "the Day : A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem- 
poraries. By Frances Hays. Grown 
Svo, cloth extra, 5b. 

Wood Sabina: A Novel. By 

Lady Wood. Post Svo, illust.'bdt., 2^ 

Wood (H. F.)— The Piisseriier 

from Scotland Yard: A Detecuve 
Story .By H. F. Wood, Crown Svo, 
cloth. 6rf. {Shortly. 

Words, Facts, and Ph leases: 

A Dictionarv of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-oi-the-Way Matters. By Eliezkr 
Edwards. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 7b . 6d. ; half-bound^ Si. 

Wright (Tliomas), Works by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each« 
Caricature HIetory of the Qeongee 

?rhe House of Hanover.) With 400 
ictures. Caricatures, Squibs, Broad 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. 
HIetory of Caricature and of th« 
Qroteeque In AH; Literature 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt.P.S.A 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope 
Land at Last. 
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MISS LINSKILV^ NEW NOVEL. 

In ExtthAnge tor a Soul. By Mahy 
LXMSKIZ.L, Author of "The Haven 
under the Hill," &c. 3 Vols., or. 8vo. 
HALL CAINE'S NEW NOVEL. 

The Deemstei* : A Romance of the Isle 
of Man. By HAirb Cainb, Author of 
" A Son of Hagar," &c. 3 vols., cr, Bvo. 

NEW RUSSIAN NOVEL. 
Radna; or, The Great Conspiracy of 

x88i. By the Princess Oloa. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
CHRISTIE M VRRA TS NE W NOVEL 
Old Blazer's Hero. By D. Christib 

Murray. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 61. 



M. CONWATSNE}^ NOVEL, 
Pine and Palm. By Moncurr D, CdH* 
WAY. a Vols., crown 8vo. 

NEW STORY OF ADVENTURE. 
One Traveller* Return*. ByO.CHRisTiH 
Murray and Hbnrv Hxriian. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6b. iDec. i 

A NEW DETECTIVE STORY. 
The PcMsenfer from Scotland Yard. 
By H. F. WOOD. Cr6wn 8vo, cloth, 68. 

■ {Preparing, 

NEW AMERICAN NOV^L. 
Seth'e Brother'eWife. ByHAROLoFRED- 
ERic. aVols., cr.8Y0. [immediately. 
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THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each. 



BY GRANT ALLEN, 
Philletla. 
In alt Shades. 

BY THE AUTHOR OP ** JOHN 
HERRING,** 
.Red Spider. 

BY W, BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money IMortlboy. 
My Little QIH. 
The Case of Mr. Luoraft. 
This Son of Vuloan. 
With Harp and Crown 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Oslia's Arbour. 
The Monks of Theiema. 
"Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

By WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. | Uncle Jack. 
Children of Qibeon. 
The World Went Very Well Then. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madellns. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. I The New Abelard. 
Matt. [ Foxglove Manor. 

The Master of the Mine. 

BY HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. 

By MRS, H, LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight 



MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Blacksmith and Scholar 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me Faise. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 



The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady, 
TheTwoDestlnlea 
Hauntsd Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebel'eDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Selene* 
" I Say No." 
Little Novels. 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor M\9M FInoh. 
Miss or Mrs. 9 
New Magdalen. 

BY DUTTON COOK, 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearte of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDBT. 
The Evangelist ; or, ^oct Salvatioa 

BY JAMES DE MlLLB. 
A Castle in Spain. 

BY J, LEITH DBRWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. 
Circe's Lovers- 

BY M. BBTHAM'EDWARDS. 
Felicia. 

BY MRS, ANNIE BDWARDBS, 
Archie LoveH. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD, 
Fatal Zero. 

BY R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Queen Cophetua. 
One by One. 
A Real Queen. 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLB FREREt 
Pandurang Hari. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, . 
Ths Capel Girls. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



FICCAOILLT Novels, continued^ 
BY CHARLES GIBBON, 

Robin Qpay. 

What win the World Say P 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
The Flower of the Foreet. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Braee of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft 
Fanoy Free. 
Of High Degree. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 

Under the Qreenwrood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNB. 

Qarth. 

Ellloe Quentln. 
Sebastian Stroma. 
Prinoe Saronl's Wlfs 
Dust. 

iFortune'e Fool. 
Beatrix Randolph. 
MIee Cadogna. 
Love— or a Name. 

BY SIR A. HELPS, 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 
Thornloroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
SelfCondemned. 
That other Person. 

By JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. . ^ - 
"The Wearing of the Green." 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen. 

BY B, LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Leam Dundee. 
The World Well Lost. 
Jnder which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family 
-My Love!" I lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY, 
QMeon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN MCCARTHY. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athene. 
Oarnlola. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL 
Quaker Cousins. 



PiocAoiLLT Novels, e»i0inued^ 
BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 
Open ! Seeame f | Written In FIp«. 
BY D, CHRISTIE MURRAY, 
Llfb'e Atonement. | Coals of Ffre. 
Joseph'e Coat. Val Strange. 

A Model Father. I Hearts. 
By the Gate of the Sea 
The Way of the World. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Cynio Fortune. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT, 
Whiteladlee. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUU 
Gentle and Simple. 



BY JAMl 
Loet Sir Massing- 

herd. 
Best of Huebande 
Walter's Word. 
Leee Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
A Confldentlai 

Agent. 



IS PAYN. 

From Exile. ' 

A Grape fk*om a 

Thorn. 
For Caeh Only. 
Some Private 

Views. 
The Canon'e 

Ward 
Talk of the Town. 
Glow-worm Tatee. 



BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentlha. 1 The Forelgnere. 

Mrs. Lanctuter's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READS. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Grifnth Gaunt, i Foul Play. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Lon^ 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Yourself in His Pface. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton 
A Woman-Hater. ] Readlana. 
Stngleheart and Doublefaee. 
The Jilt. 

Good Storlee of Men and othsf 
Animale. 

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL^ 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden-Party 
Weird Storlee. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hande of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS* 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
Two Dreamere. 
The Lion In th« P«th. 
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Piccadilly Novels, eontinued^ 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 

Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Qldeon's Rock. I Heart Salvaga. 
The High IMIIie. | Sel>aetian. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 

The Mysterlee of Heron Dylca. 

BY R. A. STERN DALE, 

Th« AflKhan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 

Proud IMaisie. | Creeeida. 
The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 

The Way we Live Now. 

Frau Frohmann. | Marion Fay. 

Kept In the Dark. 

MK Soarborough'e Family. 

The Land-Leaguert. 



Piccadilly Novbls, continuedr^ 
BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPS, 
Like Shipe upon the Sea. 
Anne Furneee. 
Mabei'e Progreee. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c, 
8torlee from Foreign Novel iete. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline. 
The Huguenot Family. 
Lady Bell. 
Burled Diamonds. 

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER, 
Mistress Judith. 

BY J. S. WINTER, 
Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OP POPULAR NOVELS. 



Post 8vo, Hlustrated 
BY EDMOND ABOUT, 
Th« fellah. 



.. t 



BY HAMILTON AIDE. 
CarrofCarriyon. 1 Confldencee. 

BY MRS, ALEXANDER, 

Matd, Wife, or Widow P 
Valerie's Fate. 

BY GRANT ALLEN, 
Strange Stories. 
Phillstla. 
Babylon. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP 
Grantiey Orange. 

BY W, BBSANT & JAMES RICE, 
Reaily*Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Qlrl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. . 
The Monks of Thelema. 
*Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Yeare' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 

All Sorts and Conditions of M^n. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Qardsn Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. ' ''- 

vimm/mm 



boards, 28. each. . ... 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 
Chronicles of No-man's Land. 

BY BRET HARTE. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp^ 
Callfornian Stories. 
Gabriel Conroy. | Flip. 
MariiOa. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 

The Shadow of 1 The Martyrdom 

of Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 
Matt. 



the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the Mine. 



BY MRS, BURNETT, 
Surly Tim. 

BY HALL CAINE, 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 



Antonlrta. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

Tho Dead Seorot. 



Queen of Hearts. 
My Mlseellanles. 
Woman In White, 
The Moontftono, 
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Cbbap Popular Novels, eoiUimudr— 
WiLKiB COLLXMBi cotUinitcd, 



Man and WtfB. 
Poop Miss FInoh. 
Mlas OP MP8.P 
New Matfdalen. 
Tha.Fpozon Deep, 
taw and the Lady. 



Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel'tDaughtep 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Sclenea 
"I Say Kg." 



Law ana ine uaiuy. i «»<»# •«»• 
TheTwdDestlnlee jThe Evil Genius. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 



Sweet Anne Page. 
Tpansmlgpatlon. 



Fronf) Midnight to 
Midnight. 



A Fight with Foptune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Sweet and Twenty. 1 Fpances. 
Blacksmith and Soholap. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Leo. 1 Paul Fostep's Daughter. 

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
The Ppophet of the Qpeat Smoky 

Mountains. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
HaaPts of Qold. 

BY ALPHONSB DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLE, 
A Castle In Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Oup Lady of Teape. | Clrce'e Loveps. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. 1 Ollvep Twist. 
Plokwick Papeps. | Nicholas NIckleby 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honoup. t Apchle Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM-BDWARDS, 
Felicia. I *^*tty- 

BY EDWARD BGGLESTON, 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Nevep Fopgotten. 
The Second Mps. Tlllotson. 

Seventy-flve Bpooke Stpeet. 
The Lady of Bpantome. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy Luope. 

BY R. S. FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. 1 Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. 1 A Real Queen. 

Prefactd by Sir H. BARTLE FRBRB. 
Pandupang Hapl. 

BY MAIN FRISWELL. 
One of Two 

BY EDWARD GARRETT* 
The Capsl QIpIs. 



Cheap Popolar Novels, cofMwM««4— 
BY CHARLES GIBBON. 



The Flower of the 

Fopestt 
Bpaee of Yappow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Fancy Fpee. 
Mead and Stream. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hapd Knot. 
Heapt's Delight. 



Robin Gpay. 
Fop Lack of Qold. 
What will the 

WoHd SayP 
In Honoup Bound. 
In Love and War. 
Fop the King, 
in Past u res Gpeen 
Queen of the Mea- 
dow. 
A Heart's Ppoblem 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT, 
Dp. Austin's Guests. 
The WIzapd of the Mountain. 
Jamee Duke. 

BY yAMES GREENWOOD 
Dick Temple. 

BY JOHN HABBERTON. 
Bpueton's Bayou, i Country Luck. 
BY ANDREW HALLWAY, 
Evepy-Day Papere. 
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDYm 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 
BY J. BERWICK HARWOOD. 
The Tenth Earl. 
BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Qapth. I Sebastian Stpome 

Ellice Quentfn. I Dust. 
Prince Saponl's Wife. 
Fortune's Fool. I Beatrix Randolph. 
BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de Blron. 

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY, 
The Lovep'e Creed. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

BY TIGHE HOPKINS. 
Twixt Love and Duty. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thorn Icroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

By JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Con naught. 

BY MARK KERSHAW4 
Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

BY JR. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. 
"The Wearing of the Green.** 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott Castle. _ 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball» 
The Atonement of Learn DundaSr 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued^' 

£. Lthn Linton, coMiinued^ 

The Wopid Well Loet. 
Undei* which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love." | lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy. 



MIeeMlsanthpope 
Donna QuJxote. 
The Comet of a 

Season. 
Maid of Athena. 
Cam iota. 



Dear LadyDledaIn 
The Waterdato 

Nelghboupe. 
My Enemy'e 

Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Unley Roohford. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Couelns. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. ( Loet Roee. 

BY W. H. MALLOCK, 
The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 



A Little Stepeon. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire; 



Open! Sesame 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 

BY y. MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 
BY BRANDER MATTHEWS. 
A Secret of the Sea. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Qo. i Mr. Dorllflon. 
BY Z). CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Hearts. 

Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human 

Nature. 
First Person Sln> 

gular. 
Cynic Fortune. 



ALIfe'sAtonement 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
By the Gate of the 

Sea. 
Val Strange. 

BY ALICE O'HANLON. 
The Unforeseen. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladles. 

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY, 
Phosbe'e Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 



Held in Bondage. 

Strath more. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

idalla. 

Cecil Castle- 

maine's Gage. 
Tricotrin. 
Puck. 

Foile Farine. 
A Dog of Fiandere. 
Pasoarel. 
SIgna. [Ine. 

Princess Naprax- 



TwoLittleWooden 
Shoes. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Piplstrello. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 

in Maremmit 

Othmar. 



Ckkap Popular Novels, amtimud^ 
BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY yAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Massing 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

BentlncH'e Tutor. 

Murphy'e Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's 1'ryst. 

ClyfTieirds of GiylTis 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halvee. 

Fallen Fortunee. 

What He Cost Her 

H u merous S toriee 

Gwendoline's Hai^ 
vest. 



Like Fathep, LIka 

Son. 
Marine Resldenee. 
Married Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wdowt, but 

Won. 
IdOee Black tlian 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
Hfgh Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 
A Confldehtlal 

Agent. 
Some Private 

VIewe. 
From Exile. 
A Grape fPom a 

Thorn. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit : A Memory. 
The Canon'e Ward 
Talk of the Town. 



£200 Reward. 

BY MRS. PIRKIS. 
Lady Lovelace. 

BY EDGAR A. POS. . 
The Myetery of Marie Roget. 

BY E, C. PRICE. 
Valentine. | The ForelgnePt. 

Mrs. LanoasteKe Rival. 
Gerald. 

BY CHARLES RBADB. 
. It le Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. 1 teg Wofflngton. 
Christie Jehnetone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Y«ureelf in Hie Plaee. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Lonfli 
Foul Ray. ^ 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Simpleton. I A Woman-Hater. 
Readiana. | The ill It. 

Singleheart and Doublefaoe. 
Good Storlee of Men and other 
Animaie. 

BY MRS. y. H. RWDELL. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Walee'e Garden Party. 
Weird Stories. | Fairy Water. 
The Uninhabited House. 
The Mystery In Palace Gardens. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON 
Women are Strange, 
The Hands of Justice. 
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Cheap Populah Novels, e<mtitMieA^ 
BY JAMES RUNCIMAN. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Qpaoe Balmalgn's Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 

BY W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch. 

BY BAYLEST.JOHJX, 
A Levantine Family. 
By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Qaslltfht and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel, 
one Against the World. 
Quy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
Two Dreamers. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS* 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabetn. 
The High Mills. 
Heart Salvage. 1 Sebastian. 
BY GEORGE R. SIMS, 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
The Ring o' Bells. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLE7. 
A Match In the Dark. 

BY T, W, SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON, 
New Arabian Nights. | Prince Otto. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cresslda. I P**"*" Malsla^ 

The VIolln-Player. 

BY W. MOY THOMAS, 
A Fight for Life. .1 

BY WALTER THORNBORY. 
Tales for the Marines. 
BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. > >) 
Frau Frohmann. k ^ 

Marlon Fay. ^ 

Kept In the Dark. 
MrT Scarborough's Family. 

The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
John Caldlgate. «, ,^„« 

By FRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOPS 

An*?e11*S?eJJr"|M2ber'S' Progress 

BY J. T. TROWBRIDGE. 
Farneirs Folly. 

BY IVAN TURGENIBFF, &e. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 



Cheap Populae Novels, cotaimud'^ 
■ BY MARK TWAIN. 

Tom Sawyer. . ^ ... * 

A Pleasure Trip on the Contlneat 

of Europe. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
Life on the Mississippi. 

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. * 
Mistress Judith. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends. 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. I The Forlorn HopCb 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Paul Ferroll. 

Why Paul Feppoll Killed his Wife. 

POPULAS SHILLING BOOKS. 
Jefr Briggs'e Love Story. By Bret 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By 

Bret Harte. ^ ^ 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. _ . . 
Kathleen Mavourneen., By Antbor 

of "That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of 

" That Lass tfLowrie's." 

Pretty Polly Pemberton. B^ the 

Author of "That Lass o* Lowne's." 

Trooping with Crows. ByMr8.PiREi8 

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard 

A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By Tom Jerrold. _„ 

Curly. By John Coleman. IUus- 

trated by J. C. Doixman. 
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelps. 
Old Maid's Paradise. By E. S. Phblps. 
Burglars In Paradise. ByE.S.PHELP8. 
Jack the Fisherman. By B. S. 

Phelps. . . « . j »« 

Doom: An Adantic Episode. By 

Justin H. MacCarthy, M.P. 
Our Sensation Novel. Edited by 

Justin H. MacCarthy, M.P. 
A Barren Title. By T. W. Speight. 
Wife or No Wife ? By T. W. Speight. 
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sims. 
A Day's Tour. By Percy Fiteoerald. 
The Silverado Squatters. By K 

Louis Stevenson. 



J. OGDEM and CO. LIMITED, PRINTERS, GREAT SAPPRON HILL, B.C 



